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ATlGUMENT. 

The fooitJi Battle continued, in which Neptune afliib 
the Greeks: the ads of Idomeneus. 

NEPTUNE, concerned for the lofs of the Grecians, 
upon feeing the fortification forced by Hc6lor (who 
had entered the gate near the ftation of the Ajaxes^ 
adumes the ihape of Calchaa, and infpires thoie he^ 

■ roes to' oppofe mm ; then, in the form of one of the 
generals, encourages the other Greeks, who had re- 
tired to their veffels. The Ajaxes form their troops 
in a clofe phalanx, and put a flop to Hedtor and the 
Trojans. Several deeds of valour are performed j 
Mcriones, lofihg his fpear in the encounter, repairs to 
feek another at the tent of Idomeneus ; this occafions 
a converfation between thofe two warriours, who re- 
turn together to the battle. Idomeneus fignalizes hid 
courage above the reft ; he kills Othryoneus, Aiius«, 
and Alcathous : Deiphobus and ^eas march againft 
bim, and at length Idomeneus retires. Menelaus 
wounds Helenus, and kills Pifander. The Trojans 
are repulfed in the left wing ; Hedor ftill keeps his 
ground againft the Ajaxes, till, being galled by the 
Locrian flinders and archers, Polydamas adviies to 
call a council of war : Heftor approves his advice, 
but goes firft to rally the Trojans ; upbraids Paris, 
rejoins Polydamas, meets Ajax again, and renews 
the attack. 

The eight and twentieth day ftill continues. The 
icene is between the Grecian wall and the fea-diofe. 
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THE 

I L IAD. 

BOOK XIII. 

WHlEN now the Thunderer on the fea-beat coaft 
Had fix'd great Hedlor and his conquering hofk ; 
He left them to the Fates, in bloody fray. 
To toil and ftruggle through the well- fought day ; 
Then turn'd to Thracia from the field of fight f 

Thofc eyc8 that Ihed infufferable light : 
1*0 where the Myfians prove their martial force. 
And hardy Thracians tame the favage horfe ; 
And where the far-fam'd Hippemolgian ftrays, 
Rcnown'd for jufiice and for length of days ; iO» 

*rhricc happy race I that, innocent of blood. 
From milk, innoxious, feek their fimple food : 
Jove fees' delighted ; and avoids the fcene 
Of guilty Troy, of arms, and dying men: 
No aid, he deems, to either hofi is given, i j: 

While his high law fufpends the powers of Heaven. 

Mean-time the * Monarch of th6 watery main 
Obferv*d tte Thunderer, nor obferv'd in vain. 
In Samothracia, on a mountain's brow, 
Whofe waving woods o'erhung the deeps below, aa- 
He fate; and round him cafl his azure cy^, 
A^erc Ida's mifty tops confus'cjly rift ; 

* Neptune. 

B a Below 
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Below, fair Ilion's glittering fpires were feen. 

The crouded (hips, and fable fcas between. 

There, from the cryftal chambers of the main 25 

Emerg'd, he fate ; and mourn'd his Argives flain. 

At Jove incensM, with grief and fury ftung. 

Prone down the rocky fteep he rufli'd along ; 

Fierce as he paft, the lofty mountains nod, 

TJie foreft (hakes! earth trembled as he trod, 30 

And felt the footfteps of th* immortal God. 

From realm to realm three ample ftrides he took. 

And, at the fourth, the di(bnt JEgx (hook. 

Far in the bay his fhining palace (lands. 
Eternal frame ! not rais'd by mortal hands : 3 j; 

This having reach'd, his brafs-hoof 'd (leeds he reins, . 
Fleet as the winds, and deck'd with golden manes. 
Refulgent arms his mighty limbs infold. 
Immortal arms of adamant and gold. 
He mounts the car, the golden fcourge applies, 40 
He fits fuperior, and the chariot flies : 
His whirling wheels the glaflfy furface fweep; 
Th' enormous monfters, rolling o'er the deep. 
Gambol around him on the watery way ; 
And heavy whales in auk ward meafures play : 4^ 
The fea fubfiding fpreads a level plain. 
Exults, and owns the monarch of the main; 
The parting waves before his courfers fly : 
The wondering waters leave his axle dry. 

Deep in the liquid regions lies a cave ; 
Between where Tencdos the furges lave. 
And rocky Imbius breaks the rolling wave : 

There 
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Tbcre the great Ruler of the azure round 
Stopp'd his fwift chariot, and his deeds unbound. 
Fed with ambrofial herbage from his hand, jy 

And link'd their fetlocks with a golden band. 
Infrangible, immortal : there thej ftay. 
The Father of the floods purfues his way ; 
Where, like a tempeft darkening heaven around. 
Or fiery, deluge that devours the ground, 6a 

Th' impatient Trojans, in a gloomy throng. 
Embattled roll'd as Hedor rufh'd along : 
To the loud tumult and the barbarous cry. 
The heavens re-echo, and the Ihores reply ; 
They vow deftrudlion to the Grecian name, 6j 

And in their hopes, the fleets already flame. 

But Neptune, rifing from the feas profound. 
The God whofe earthquakes rock the folid ground. 
Now wears a mortal form ; like Calchas feen. 
Such his loud voice, and fuch his manly mein j 70 
His (houts inceflant every Greek infpire. 
But moft th' Ajaces, adding fire to fire. 

'Tis yours, O warriours, all our hop?s to raife; 
Oh, recolleft your ancient worth and praife : 
*Tis yours to fave us, if you ceafc to fear ; 7,5 

Flight, more than (hameful, is deftrudive here. 
On other works though Troy with fury fall. 
And pour her armies o*er our batter'd wall ; 
There, Greece has ftrcngth : but this, this part over- 
thrown. 
Her (bength were vain ; I dread for you alone. 80 
Here Hcdor rages like the force, of fixe. 
Vaunts of his Gods, and calls high Jove his fire, 

B 3 If 
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If yet fome heavenly Poorer your breafi excite. 
Breathe in your hearts, and fiimg your ^rms to fights 
(Jicece yet piay live, her threaten'd fleet remain ; 85: 
And He^or's force, and Jovc'8 own aid, be vain : 

Then with his fceptre, that the deep controuls. 
He touch'd tjie chiefs, and fleel'd their manly fouU : 
Stiengtii, not their own, the touch divine imparts. 
Prompts their light limbs, and fwells their daring hearts* 
Then, as a falcon from the rocky hdght. 
Her quarry feen, impetuous at the fight 
Forth-fpringing infiant, darts h^rfelf from higli. 
Shoots on the wing, and (kims along the iky : 
Stt^h, and fo fwift, the power of Ocean flew ; 95 
The wide horizon ihut him from theix view. . 

Th' ipfpiring God, Oiileus' adiv«fon 
Per^eiy'd the firft, and thus to Telamon : 

Some God, my friend, fome God in human form 
Tirrour)i\g d^cends, and wills to ftand the ftorm. loa. 
Kot Calchas this, the venerable feer y 
Short as he tum'd, I faw the Power ^f^)ear : 
I nvirk'd his parting, and the fteps he trod ; 
His own bright evidence reveals a God ; ^ 

£v'n now fome energy divine I (hafic, log 

Aad feem to walk on wings, and tread in .air I 

With equal ardour (Telamon returns) 
My foul is kindled, and my bofom bums : 
Visw n&ng fpirits all my force alarm. 
Lift each impatient limb, and brace my arm. no 
X|is ready arm, unthinking, ihakes the dart ; 
The blood pou^ back« and fk^tifies my kart ; 

Singly, 
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Smgly, meddnks, yoa towering chief I meet* 

And ftretch the dreadful He^or at my feet. 

Full of the God that urg'd their burning breaft, 11;^ 

The heroes thus their mutual waimth exprefs'd. 

Neptune mean-while the routed Gredu infpir'd. 

Who, breathlefs, pale, with length of labours tir'd» 

Pant in the (hips 4 while Troy to conqudd calls. 

And fwanns vidorious o'er their yielding walls : no 

Trembling before th' impending dorm they lie, 

While tears of Jage ftand burning in their eye. 

Greece funk they thought, and this their fatal hour ; 

But breathe new courage as they feel the power. 

Teucer and Leitus firft his words excite ; 125;^ 

Then fteni Peneleus rifcs to the fight * 

Thoas, Deipyrus, in arms renowtlM, 

And Merion next, th' impulfive fury found ; 

Laft Neftor's fon the fame bold ardour takes. 

While thus the God the martial fire awakes : 1 30 

Oh lading infamy, oh dire difgrace 
To chiefs of vigorous youth aiid manly race ! 
I trufted in the Gods, and you, to fee 
Brave Greece vidorious, and her navy free : 
Ah no— the glorious combat you difclaim, 13 j 

And one black day clouds all her former fame. 
Heavens ! what a prodigy thcfe eyes furvcy, 
Unfeen, unthought, till this amazing day ! 
Fly we at length from Troy*s oft-conquer'd bands ? 
And falls our fleet by fuch inglorious hands ? 140 
A rout undifciplin'd, a ftraggling train. 
Not bom to glories of the dufty plain ; 

B 4 Like 
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Like frighted fawns, from hill to hill purfued, 

A prey to every favage of the wood : 

Shall thefe, fo late who trembled at your name, 1 4^ 

Invade your cartips, involve your (hips in flame ? 

A change fo fhameful, fay, what caufe has wrought ? 

The foldier*s bafenefs, or the general's fault ? 

Fools ! will ye perifh for your leader's vice ; 

The purchafe infamy, and life the price ? 150 

*Tis not your caufe, Achilles' injur'd fame : 

Another's is the crime, but yours the fhamc. 

Grant that our chief offend through rage or luft, 
Muft you be cowards if your king's unjuft ? 

Prevent this evil, and your country fave : 1 jp j 

Small thought retrieves the fpirits of the brave. 

Think, and fubdue I on daftards dead to fame 

I wafte no anger, for they feel no (hame : 

But you, the pride, the flower of all our hoft. 

My heart weeps blood to fee your glory loft ! 1 60 

Nor deem this day, this battle, all you lofe ; 

A day more black, a fate more vile, cnfues. 

Let each refledl, who prizes ftime or breath. 

On endlefs infamy, on inftant death. 

For lo ! the fated time, th' appointed (hore ; 16 J 

Hark ! the gates burft, the brazen barriers roar ! 

Impetuous Hedor thunders at the wall ; 

The hour, the fpot, to conquer, or to fall. 

Thefe words the Grecians' fainting hearts infpire. 
And liftening armies catch the god-like fire, 170 
Fix'd at his poft was each bold Ajax found. 
With well-rang'd fquadrons ftrongly circled round : 
So clofe their order, fo difpos*d their fight. 
As Pallas' felf might view with fix'd delight ; 

Or 
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Or had the God of War inclin'd his eyes, ' 175 

The God of War had own'd a juft furprire. 
A chofen phalanx, firm* refolv'd as Fate» 
Defcending Hc&ot and his battle wait. 
An iron fcene gleams dreadful o'er the fields. 
Armour in armour lock'd, and (hields in fhields, i$o 
Spears lean on fpears, on targets targets throng. 
Helms ftuck to helms, and man drove man along* 
The floating plumes unnumber'd wave above. 
As when an earthquake ftirs the nodding grove ; 
And, level'd at the flcies with pointing rays, i8y 
Their brandilh'd lances at each motion blaze* 

Thus breathing death, in terrible array. 
The clofe-compaded legions urg'd their way : 
Fierce they drove on, impatient to deftroy ; 
Troy charged thefirft, and Heftor firft of Troy, 190 
As from feme mountain's craggy forehead torn, 
A rock's round fragment flies, with fury borne 
(Which from the ftubbom ftone a torrent renda} 
Precipitate the ponderous mafs defcends : 
From ftecp to fteep the rolling ruin bounds ; 19J; 

At every (hock the crackling wood refounds ; 
Still gathering force, it fraokes ; and, urg'd amain. 
Whirls, leaps, and thunders down, impetuous to the 

plain: 
There ftops — So Hedor. Their whole force he prov'd, 
Refiftlefs when he rag'd, and when he ftopt, unmov'd* 

On him the war is bent, the darts are fhed. 
And all their falchions wave around his head : 
Rcpuls'd he ftands, nor from his ftand retires; 
But with repeated Ihouts his army fires. 

Trojans I 
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Trojans 1 l)c firm ; this arm (hall make your way 205 

Through yon fquare body, and that black array. 

Stand, and my fpear (hall rout their fcattering power^ 

Strong as they fecm, embattled like a tower. 

For he that Juno*« heavenly boibm warms. 

The firft of Gods, this day infpires our arms. 210 

He faid, and roaz'd the foul in every bread ; 
Urg'd with defire of fame, beyond the reft. 
Forth march'd Dciphobus; but, marching, held 
Before his wary fteps his ample (hield. 
Bc4d Merion aim'd a ftroke (nor aim*d it wide) 21; 
The glittering javelin pierc'd the tough bull-hide; 
But pierc'd not through : unfaithful to his hand. 
The point broke (hort, and fparkled in the fand« 
The Trojan warriour, touch'd with timely fear. 
On the tais'd orb to diftance bore the fpear: 220 
The Greek retreating moum'd his fruftrate blow. 
And curci'd the treacherous lance that fpar'd a foe : 
Then to the (hips with furly fpeed he went. 
To feek a furer javelin in his tent. 

Meanwhile with rifing rage the battle glows, 22^ 
The tumult thickens, and the clamour grows. 
By Teucer's arm the warlike Imbrius bleeds. 
The fon of Mentor^ rich in generous fteeds. 
jEre yet to Troy the fons of Greece were led. 
In fair Pedxus^ verdant paftures bred, 230 

The yottth had dwelt ; remote from war's alarms. 
And blef«'d in bright Medeficafte's arms: 
(This nymph, the fruit of Priam's ravilh'd joy, 
Ally'd the warriour to the houfe of Troy.) 

To 
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To Troy, when gloiy call'd his arms, he came, t^g 
And match'd the braved of her chiefs in fame : 
'With Priam^s fons« a guardian of the throne* 
He liv'd, belov'd and honour'd as his own. 
Him Teuccr pierc'd between the throat and car: 
He groans beneath the Telamonian fpear. 240 

As from fome far-feen mountain's airy crown. 
Subdued by fted, a tall aih tumbles down. 
And foils its verdant trefib on the ground : 
So falls the youth ; hisxarms the fall refound* 
Then Teuccr rufhing to deijx)!! the dead, 2^t 

From Hcftor's hand a (hlning javelin fled : 
He faw« and (hunn'd the death 4 the forceful dart 
Sung on, and pierc'd Amphimachus's heart* 
Cteatus' fon, of Neptune's forceful line ; 
Vain was his courage* and his race divine ! 250 

f roftrate he falls ; his clanging arms refouod* 
And his broad buckler thunders on the gfoand« 
To feize his beamy helm the vi^r flies* 
And juft had*faften'd on the dazzling prise* 
When Ajax' manly arm a javelin flange 2cr 

Full on the ihield's round bois the weapon rung ; 
He fdt the iho^k* nor more w^s doom'd tp feel* 
Secure i^ rml, and iheath*d in Ihioing fteei. 
Repub'd* he yields ; the vidor Greeks obtain 
The fpoils contefted^ and bear off the (lain« a6o^ 

between the leaders of th' Athenian line 
^Stichius the brave* Meneftheus the dixims) 
Deplor'd Amphimachus* fad objeA! UcJii 
Imbrios xemainft the fierce Ajaces' piixe. 

At 
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As two grim lions bear acrofs the lawn, 265 

Snatch'd from devouring hounds, a flaughter*^d fawn. 

In their fell jaws high-lifting through the wood. 

And fprinkling all the fhrubs with drops of blood ; 

So thefe the chief : great Ajax from the dead 

Strips his bright arms, Oileus lops his head : t]o 

Tofs'd like a ball, and whirl'd in air away. 

At Hcftor's feet the gory vifage lay^ 

The God of Ocean, fir'd with ftern difdain, 
And pierc'd with forrow for his * grandfon flain, 
Infpires the Grecian hearts, confirms their hands, 27^ 
And breathes deftruftion on the Trojan bands. 
Swift as a whirlwind ^(hing to the fleet. 
He finds the lance- fam'd Idomen of Crete > 
His penfive brow the generous care expreft 
With which a wounded foldier touch'd hisbreaft, 28a 
Whom in- the chance of war a javelin tore. 
And his fad comrades from the battle bore ; 
Him to the furgeons of the camp he fent ; 
That office' paid, he iflued from his tentt 
Fierce for the fight ; to whom the God begun, 285 
In Thoas' voice, Andraemon's valiant fon. 
Who rul'd where Calydon's white rocks arife. 
And Pieuron's chalky cliffs emblaze the fkies : 

Where's now th* imperious vaunt, the daring hosA, 
0£ Greece vidorious, and proud Ilion loft ? 296 

To whom the king : On Greece no blame be thrown. 
Arms are her trade, and war is all her own. 
Her hardy heroes from the well-fought plains 
Nor fear withholds, nor ihameful floth detains* 

* Amphimachust 

'Tis 
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*ns Heaven, alas ! and Jove's all-powerful doom, 295 
That far, far diflant from our native home 
Wills us to fall, inglorious ! Oh my friend ! 
Once foiemoft in the fight, flill prone to lend 
Or arms or counfels, now perform thy bcft. 
And what thou canft not iingly, urge the reft; 300 

Thus he ; and thus the God, whofe force can make . 
The jblid globe's eternal baiis fha)^e : 
Ah ! never may he fee his native land, 
fiut feed the vultures on this hateful ftrand. 
Who fecks ignobly in his (hips to ftay, 30J 

Nor dares to combat on this fignal day ! 
For this, behold I in horrid arms I ihine. 
And urge thy foul to rival adls with mine : 
Together let us battle on the plaii\; 
Two, not the worft ; nor ev'n this fuccoar vain: 51a 
Not v^n the weakeft, if their force unite ; 
But ours, the braveft have confefs'd in B^u 

This faid, he rufhes where the combat bums ; 
Swift to his tent the Cretan king returns; 
From thence, two javelins glittering in his hand, 315: 
And clad in arms that lightened all the ftrand. 
Fierce on the foe th' impetuous hero drove ; 
Like lightning burfting from the arm of Jove, 
Which to pale man the^rath of Heaven declares, 
Qr terrifies th' offending world with wars ; 320 

In ftreamy iparkles, kindling all the ikies. 
From pole to pole the trail of glory flies. 
Thus his bright armour o'er the dazzled throng 
Gleam'd dreadful, as the monarch flaih'd along. 

Him, 
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. Him nCOT his tent, Merlones atttendsf j^j^ 

Whom thus he queftions : Ever beft of friends I 
O fay, in every art of battle flcill'd. 
What holds thy courage from fo brave a field ? 
On feme imp6rfaAt fl^dTage art thou bdund. 
Of bleods iriy friend by fome unhappy wound ? 350 
Inglorious heic^ my foul abhors to ftay. 
And glows with profpefts of th' apprdaching day* 

O prince ! (•Meriones replies) whofe care 
Leads forth th' embattled fons of Crete to war ; 
This fpeaks my grief; this headlefs lance I wield ; j3jf 
The reft lies rooted in a Trojan ftiidd. 

To whom the Cretan : Enter, and receive 
The wanttSd weapons ; thofe my tent can give ; 
Spears I have ftore* (and Trojan lances all) 
That flled a luftre round th' illumin'd walL 340 

Though I, difdainful of the diftant war. 
Nor truft the dart, nor aim th' uncertain fpear. 
Yet hand fo hand I fight, and fpoil the ilain ; 
And thence diefe trophies and thefe arms I gain. 
£nter, aaid <ee on hea^ the helmets roll 'd, 34 r 

Andhigl*-hbngfpeafs, and-fhidds that flame with gold. 

Nor vairt (fftid' Merion) are ouf msrtial toils ; 
We too can buaft df no ignoble fpoils. 
But thofc my ihip contains; whence diftant faf, 
J fighe con%ii€UOus-in the van of war. 3^^ 

What need i mere ? if any Gfeek there be 
Who knows fltot Mcrion, I ^peal to thee. 

To tMs, Idoffifcweufr : The fields of &ght 
Havc'prof'd thy valour, and onconqtier'd might ; 

And 
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And wcit fome ambulh for the foes dcfignld^ 3 jy 
Ev'n there, thy courage would not lag bdiind. 
In that iharp fervice, finglcd from the reft. 
The fear of each, or Talour, ftandt coafeft^ 
No force, no ftrmnefs, the pale coward (hows ; 
He (hifts hiti place ; his colour comes and goes ; 360 
A dropping fweat creeps oold on every part, 
Againft his bofoxn beats his quivering heart ; 
Terrour and death in his wild eye-balls flare ; '% 

With shattering teeth he ftands, and ftiffening hair^ C 
And looks a bloodlefs image of defpair S 365 J 

Not fo the bravc'^-^lill dauntlefs, ftill the fame» 
Unchang'd his colour, and unmov'd his frame ; 
Composed his thought, determined is his eye. 
And fix'd his foul, to conquer or to die : 
If aught difturb the tenour of his breaft, 375 

'Tis but the wifh to ftrike before the reft. 

In fuch iifTays thy blamelefs worth is known^ : 
And every art of dangerous war thy own. 
Sf chance of fight whatever wounds you bore, 
Thofe wounds were glorious all, and all before ; 37^ 
Such as may teach, 'twas ilill thy* brare delight 
T' oppo4r thy bofom where the foremoft fight. 
But why, like infants, cold to honour's charms, 
-Stand wc to talk, wbcn glory calls to arms ? 
Go— from my conquer'd fpcars the choiccft take, 380 
And tO' thctr owrters fend them nobly back. 

8w*ft a* the word bold Mcrion ftatch'd a fpcar; 
And breathing flaughter followed to the war. 
So Mars arrmpotem: invades the plain 
•(The wide dcftroyer of the race of man). 385 

Terrour, 
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T^novLT, liis beft-lov'd fon, attends his courfe, 

Arm'd with dern boldnefs, and enormous force; 

The pride of haughty warriours to confound. 

And lay the ftrength of tyrants on the ground : 

From Thrace they fly, call'd to the dire alarms 390 

Of warring Phlegyians, and Ephyrian arms ; 

Invok'd by both, relentlefs, they difpofe 

To thefe glad conqueft, murderous rout to thofe. 

So march'd the leaders of the Cretan train, 

And their bright arms fhot horrour o'er the plain. 59 j 

Then firft fpake Merion : Shall we join the right. 
Or combat in the centre of the fight ? 
Or to the left our wanted fuccour lend ? 
Hazard and fame all parts alike attend. 
Not in the centre (Idomcn reply'd) ; 400 

Our ableft chieftains the main battle guide ; 
Each god-like Ajax makes that pod his care. 
And gallant Teucer deals definition there : 
Skiird, or with fhafts to gall the diftant field. 
Or bear clofe battle on the founding fhield. 40c 

Thefe can the rage of haughty Hedor tame : 
Safe in their arms, the navy fears no flame ; 
Till Jove himfelf defcends, his bolts to flied. 
And hurl the blazing ruin at our head. 
Great mufl he be, of more than .human birth, 410 
Nor feed like mortals on the fruits of earth. 
Him neither rocks can crufh, nor fteel can wound. 
Whom Ajax fells not on th* enfanguin'd ground ^ 
In (landing fight he mates Achilles' force. 
Excelled alone in fwiftnei« in the courfe. 41;. 

Then 
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TKen to the left our ready arms apply. 
And liye with glory, or with glory die. 

He faid ; and Merion to th' appointed place, 
fierce as the God of battles^ urg'd his pace. 
Soon as the foe the fhining chiefs beheld 42 cr 

Rulh like a fiery torrent o'er the field. 
Their force embodied in a tide they pour ;. 
llic rifing combat founds along^ the fhorc* 
A& warring winds, in Sirius* fultry reign. 
From diflferent quarters fweep the fandy plain; 42^ 
On every fide the dufty whirlwinds rife. 
And the dry fields are lifted to the Ikiss '^ 
Thus, by defpair, hope, rage, together driven, 
^et the black hofts, and, meeting, darken'd heaven^ 
All dreadful glar'd the iron, face of war, 433 

Briilled with upright fpears, that flafh'd afar ;. 
Dire was the gleam,, of breaft-plates, helms,.and fhUlds, 
And polilh'd. arms emblaz'd the flaming fields ;, 
•Tcpmendous fcene ! that general horrour gave. 
But touch 'd with joy the bofoms of the brave. 43 j;; 

Saturu's great fons in fierce contention vy'd. 
And crouds of heroes in their anger dy'd. 
The Sire of eai:th and heaven, by. Thetis won 
T^ crown with glory Peleus' god-like fon, 
Wiird not deftruftion to the Grecian powers, • 440 
But fpar'd a while the deftin'd Trojan towers.: 
While Neptune, rifing from his. azure maiuj 
Warr'd Dn the King of Heaven with flern difdain, 
Ai^d breathed reyenge, and fir'd the Grecian train..] 
Gods of oiie. fpurce, f>£ poe ethereal race, .... 44:5 
(^^like divine, and Eeavea their native place j; 
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But Jove the greater ; firft-born of the ikics, 
And more than men, or Gods, fuprcmely wife. 
For this, of Jove's fuperior might afraid, 
Neptune in human form conceal'd his aid. 45b 

Thcfe powers infold the Greek and Trojan train 
In War and Difcord's adamantine chain, 
Indiffolubly ftrong ; the fatal tyt 
Is ftretch'd on both, and, clofe-compell'd, they die. 
Dreadful in arms, and grown in combats grey, 455 
The bold Idomeiieus controls the day. 
Firft by his hand Othryoneus was flain, 
Swell'd with falfe hopes, with mad ambition vain ! 
Caird by the voice of war to martial fame. 
From high Cabefus* diftant walls he came ; 460 

CaiTandra's love he fought, with boafts of power. 
And promis'd conqucft was the proffcr'd dower. 
The king confcnted, by his vaunts abus'd ; 
The king confcnted, but the Fates refus'd. 
Proud of himfelf, and of th' imagin'd bride, 46; 
The field he mcafur'd with a larger ftridc. 
Him, as he ftalk'd, the Cretan javelin found ; 
Vain was his breaft-plate to repel the wound ; 
His dream of glory loft, he plung'd to hell : 
His arms refounded as the boailer fell. 47^ 

The great Idomeneus beftrides the dead ; 
And thus (he cries) behold thy promife fped ! 
Such is the help thy arms to Ilion bring, 
And fuch the contra^ of the Phrygian king ! 
Our oficrs now, illuftrious prince I receive ; 475 
For fuch an aid what will not Argos give ? 
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To conquer Troy, with ours thy forces join. 
And count Atrides' faireft daughter thine. 
Meanttnie, on farther methods to advife. 
Come, follow Co the fleet thy new allies ; 48a 

Thcue hear what Greece has on her part to fay. 
He fpoke» and diragg'd the gory corfe away,^^ 

This Afius view'd, unable to contain » 
Before his chariot warring on the plain ; 
(His crouded couriers, to his fquire confign'd, 48; 
Impatient panted on his neck behind) 
To vengeance rifing with a fudden fpring, 
He hop'd the coaqueft of the Cretan king. 
The wary Cretan, as his foe drew near. 
Full on ^ his throat difcharg'd the forceful fpear : 490 
JBeneath the chin the point was feen to glide. 
And giitter'd, extant at the farther fide. 
As when the mountain-oak, or poplar tall. 
Or pine, fit mail for fome great admiral. 
Groans to the oft-heav'd ax, wXth many a wound, 49 f 
Then fpreads a length of ruin o'er the ground : 
So funk proud Afius in that dreadful day. 
And ftretch'd before his much-lov'd courfers lay. 
He grinds the duft diftain'd with dreaming gore. 
And, fierce in death, lies foaming on the fhore, 500 
Depriv'd of motion, fUff with ftupid fear. 
Stands all aghaft his trembling charioteer. 
Nor (hiins the foe, nor turns the fteeds away. 
But falls transfix'd, an unrefifting prey : 
Pierc'd by Antilochus, he pants beneath 50^ 

The (lately car, and labours out his breath. 

C Z Thus 
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Thus Afius' fleeds (their mighty mailer gone) ** 

Remain the prize of Neftor's youthful fon. 

Stabb'd at the fight, Deiphobus drew nigh. 
And made, with force, the vengeful weapon ^y* 51a 
The Cretan faw ; and, Hooping, caus*d to glance 
From his flope fhield, the difappointed lance. 
Beneath the fpacious targe (a blazing round. 
Thick with bull-hides and brazen orbits bound, 
Gn his raised arm by two ftrong braces ftay*d} 5^15* 
He lay collected in defenfive fhade ; 
O'er his fafe head the javelin idly fung. 
And on the tinkling verge more faintly rang. 
Ev'n then, the fpear the vigorous arm confeft. 
And pierc'd, obliquely, king Hypfenor's breaft : 520 
Warm'd in his liver, to the ground it bore 
The chief, his people's guardian now no more ! 

Not unattended (the proud Trojan cries) 
Nor unreveng'd, lamented Afius lies : 
For thee though hell's blaok portals (land difplay'd. 
This mate fliall joy thy melancholy Ihade. 

Heart-piercing anguilh, at the haughty boail, 
Touch'd every Greek, but Neftor's fon the moft. 
Griev'd as he was, his pious arms attend. 
And his* broad buckler Ihields his flaughtcr'd friend ; 
Till fad Meciftheus and Alaftor bore ^50 

His honour'd body to the tented Ihore*. 

Nor yet from fight Idomeneu« withdraws ; 
Refolv'd to perifh in his country's caufe. 
Or faid fome foe, whom heaven and he (hall doom jjf 
To wail his fate in death's eternal gloom* 

He 
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He fees Alcathoiis in the front afpire : 
Great ^^Efyetes was the hero's fire : 
His fpoufe Hippodame, divinely fair, 
Anchifes' eldeft hope, and darling care ; 540 

WTio charm *d her parent's and her hulband's heart. 
With heauty , fenfe, and every work of art : 
He once, of Ilion's youth, the lovelieft boy. 
The faireft Ihe, of all the fair of Troy. 
fey Neptune now the haplefs hero dies, ^^^ 

Who covers with a cloud thofe beauteous eyes. 
And fetters every limb : yet, bent to meet 
His fate, heilands; nor Ihuns the lance of Crete. 
fixt as fome column, or deep-rooted oak, 
(While the winds lleep) his breafl receiv'd the ftroke. 
Eefore the ponderous ftroke his corfelet yields, 550 
Long us'd to ward the death in fighting fields. 
The riven armour fends a jarring found ; 1 

His labouring heart heaves with fo ftrong a bound, > 
The long lance Ihakes, and vibrates in the wound : 3 
Faft-flowing from its fource, as prone he lay. 
Life's purple tide impetuous gufh'd away. 
Then Idomen, infuking o'er the flain ; 
JBehold, Deiphobus ! nor vaunt in vain : 
See! on one Greek three Trojan ghofts attend, ^6q 
This, my third vidim, to the (hades I fend. 
Approaching now, thy boafled might approve. 
And try the prowefs of the feed of Jove. 
From Jove, enamour'd on a mortal dame. 
Great Minos, guardian of his country, came : c6e 
Deucalion, blamelefs prince ! ^yas Minos' heir ; 
His^ firft-borh I, the third from Jupiter : 

C 3 O'er 
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O'er fpacious Crete and her bold fons I reign. 
And thence my (hips tranfport me through the main t 
Lord of a hoft, o'er all my haft I fhine, 570 

A fcourge to thee, thy father, and thy line. 

The Trojan heard ; uncertain, or to meet 
Alone, with venturous arms, the king of Crete ; 
Or feek auxiliar force : at length decreed 
To call fome hero to partake the deed, 575 

Forthwith jSEneas rifes to his thought : 
For him, in Troy's remoteft lines, he fought; 
Where he, incens'd at partial Priam, ftands. 
And fees fuperiour pofts in meaner hands. 
To him, ambitious of fo great an aid, j8a 

The bold Deifphobus approach'd, and faid : 

Now, Trojan prince, employ thy pious arms. 
If e'er thy bofom felt fair honour's charms. 
Alcathoiis dies, thy brother and thy friend ! 
Come, and the warriour's lov'd remains defend. 585 
Beneath his cares thy early youth was train'd. 
One table fed you, and one roof contain'd. 
This deed to fierce Ido'rocneus we owe ; 
Hafte, and revenge it on th' infulting foe. 

iEneas heard, and for a fpace refign'd ' 596 

To tender pity all his manly mind ; 
Then, rifing in his rage, he bums to fight : 
The Greek awaits him, with colleded might. 
As the fell boar <mi fome rough mountain's head, 
Arm'd with wild terrours, and to flaughter bred, 595 
When the loud ruflicks rife, and ftiout from far. 
Attends the tumult, and expels the war ; 

O^cr 
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O'er his bent back the briftly honours rife. 
Fires ftream in lightning from his fanguine eyes ; 
His foaming tuiks both dogs and men engage^ 609 
Sot moil his hunters rouze his mighty rage ^ 
So ftood Uomeneus, his javelin fliook. 
And met the Trojan with a lowering look* 
Antilochus, I>ipyros> were near. 
The youthful o£&pring of the God of war, 60^ 

Merion, and Aphareos, in field lenown'd ; 
To thefe the warriour fent his Totoe arOund ; 
Fellows in arms! yout timefy aid unite ; 
Lo, great .£neas ruihes to die fight : 
Sprung from a God, and more than mortal bold ; 61O 
He freih in youth, and I in arms grown old. 
Fife (hould this hand, this hour, decide the ftiife^ 
The great difpute, of glory, or of life. 

He ^ke ; and all as with one ibul obey'd ^ 
Their lifted bucklers caft a dreadful (hade 6x5 

Around the chief, ^neas too demands 
Th' affifting forces of bis native lands : 
Paris, Deiphobus, Ajenorjoin; 
(Co-aids and captains of the Trojan line) 
In order follow all th' embodied train ; 6a o 

Like Ida^s fk)cks jwocecding o'er the p^ain ; 
Before his fleecy care, ered and bold. 
Stalks the proud ram, the father of the fold : 
With joy the fwain furveys them, as he leads 
To the cool fountains, through the well-known meads. 
So joys iBneas, as his native band 
Moves on in rank, and ftretches o'er th^ land. 

C 4 Round 
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Round dead Alcathous now the battle rofe ; 
On every fide the ftedy circle grows ; 
Now batter'd breaft-plates and hack'd helmets ring. 
And o'er their heads unheeded javelins fing. 631 

Above the reft two towering chiefs appear^ 
There great -Idomeneus, ^neas here. 
Like Gods of war, difpenfing fate, they ftood, 
:i\nd burn'd to drench the ground with mutual blood. 
The Trojan weapon whizz'd along in air. 
The Cretan faw, and fhunn'd the brazen fpear : 
Sent from an arm fo ftrong, the miffive wood 
Stuck deep in earth, and quiver'd where it ftood. 
But Oenomas received the Cretan's ftroke, 640 

The forceful fpear his hollow corfelet broke, 
it ripp'd his belly with a ghaftly wound. 
And roird the fmoaking entrails to the ground. 
Strctch'd on the plain^ he fobs away his breath, 
^bd furious ..grafps the bloody duft in death. 645 
The viftor from his breaft the weapon tears ; 
(His fpoils he could not, for the ftiower of fpears.) 
Though now unfit an adive war to wage. 
Heavy with fcumberous arms, ftiff with cold age, 
hVa liftlefs limbs unable for the courfe ; Sj^O 

In ftanding fight he yet maintains his force : 
Till, faint with labour, and by foes repell'd. 
His tir'd- fldw fteps he drags from off the field. 

Deiphobus beheld him as he paft. 
And, -fir'd with hate, a parting javelin caft : 6^y 

The javelin err'd, but held its courfe along. 
And pierc'd Afcalaphus, the brave and young : . . ; 

The 
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The ion of Mars fell gafping on the ground. 
And gnafh'd the.duft all bloody with his wound. ; 

Nor knew the furious father of his fall ; 660 

High-thron-d amidft the great Olympian hall. 
On golden clouds th' immortal fynod fate ; 
Detain'd from bloody war by Jove and Fate. 

Now, where in duft the breathlefs h^o lay, 
•For (lain Afcalaphus commenc'd the fray. 65f 

Deiphobus to feize his helmet flies. 
And from his temples rends the glittering prize ; 
Valiant as Mars, Merioncs drew near. 
And on his loaded arm difcharg'd his fpear : 
Jic drops the weight, difabkd with the pain ; 676 
The hollow helmet rings againft the plain. 
Swift as a vulture leaping on his prey, . . 
From his torn arm the Grecian rent away 
The reeking javelin, and rejoin'd hi& friends. 
Jiis wounded brother good Polites tends .; . 675 
Around his waift his pious arms he threw. 
And from the rage of combat gently dcew ; 
Him his fwift couriers, on his fplendid car. 
Rapt from the leffening thunder of the war ; 
To Troy they drove him, groaning from the (hore» 
And fprinkling, as he pafs'd, the fands with gore« - 
M^nwhile frefh (laughter bathes the fanguine ground. 
Heaps fall on heaps, and heaven and earth refound* 
Bold Aphareus by great .^neas bled ; . 
As tow'rd the chief he turn'd his daring heafd, 6^j 
He pierc'd his throat ; the bending head, deprcft 
Beneath his helmet, nods upon his breail.; . . . , .^^ 

His 
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His (hield rcvcrs'd o'er the faH'n warriour lies j 

And €verMing ilomber feals bis eyes. 

AntilochuSy as Thoon turn'd him round> 690 

Tranfpicfc'd his back with a difhotieft wound : 

I'he hollow vtm that to the neck extends 

Along the chine, his eager javelin rends : 

Supine he falls, and to his focial train 

spreads his imploring arms, but Spreads in vain* 695 

Th' exulting vidlor, leaping where he hy. 

From his broad (houlders tose the fpoils awaj- ; 

His time obfervM ; for, clos'd by foes around. 

On all fides thick, the peals of arms refbond. 

His fhidd, embofsM, the ringing ftorm iuftains, 700 

But he impervious and untouched remains. 

(Great Neptune's care pxeferv'd from hoftile rage 

This youth, the joy of Ncftor's glorious age) 

In arma intrepid, with the firft he fonght, 

'Fae'd every foe, and every danger fought ; 705 

His winged lance« reiiftiefs as the wind. 

Obeys each motion of the mailer's mind, 

RefUefs it ilies, impatient to be free. 

And meditates die diftant enemy. 

The fon of Afins, Adamas, drew near, 716 

And &rack his target with the brazen fpear, 

Jierce in his front : but Neptune wards the blow* 

And blunts the javelin of th' eluded foe. 

In the broad buckler half the weapon ftood ; 

Splinter'd on earth flew half the broken wood. 715 

Difafm*d, he mingled in the Trojan crew ; * 

But Merion'^ fpear o'ertopk him a$ be flew. 

Deep 
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Deep in the belly's rim an entrance found, ^ 

Where ihsfrp the pang, and mortal ia the wound. V 
Bending, he fell, and dovbied to the gtonnd, 720 « 
Lay panting. Thus an ox, in fetten tj'd. 
While death's ftrong pangs diftend his laboariog fide» 
His bulk enormous on the field difpla)rs ; 
His heaving heart beats thick, as ebbing life decays. 
The (pear, the conqu^or from his body drtw^ yie 
And death's dim ihadows fwam befcM-e his view. 
Next brave Deipyrus in duft was laid : 
King Helenus waV*d high the Thracian blade. 
And fmote his temples, with an arm fo ftrong. 
The helm fell off, and roU'd amid the throng : 7J0 
Sfhcre, for fome luckier Greek it refts a prize ; 
For dark in death the god-like owner lies I 
Ragi«g with grief, great Menelaws bums. 
And, fraught with vengeance, to the vi^r turns ; 
That (hook the ponderous lance, in adl to throw ; 73 j 
And this flood adverfe whh the bended bow : 
Full on his brcafl the Trojan arrow fell. 
But harmleft bounded from the plated fleel. 
As on fome ample barn's well-harden'd ftoor, 
(The winds coHe6led at each open door> y^o 

While the broad fan with force is whirl'd around. 
Light leaps the golden grain, rcfulting from the 

ground : 
So from the fteel that guards Atrides' heart, 
Repeird to difbnce flies the bounding dart, 
Atrides, watchful of th* unwary foe, 74J 

Picrc'd with his lance the hand that grafp'd the bow. 

And 
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^nd nairdit to the eugh : the wounded hand ; 
Trail'd the long lance that mark'd with blood thefand* 
But good Agcnor gently from the wound 
The fpear folicits, and the bandage bound ; 750 

^ fling's foft wool, fnatch*d from a foldier's fide. 
At once the tent and ligature fupply'd. 

.Behold! Pifander, urg'd by. Fate's decree, 
Springs through the ranks to fall, and fall by thee. 
Great Mcnelaiis ! to enhance thy fame ; . 7^5 

High-towering in the front, the warriour came* 
Firft the. (harp lance was by Atridcs thrown ; 
The lance far diftant by the winds was blown. 
JNor pierc'd Pifander through Atrides* fhield ; 
Pifandcf 's fpear fell fliiver'd on the field* 760 

Not fo difcpurag'd, to the future bJind, 
Vain dreams of conqueft fwell his haughty mind ; 
Dauntlefs he ruflies where the Spartan lord 
like lightning brandifh'd his far>beaming fword. 

His left arm high oppos'd the fhining (hield : 765 
His right, beneath, the cover'd pole-ax held 
(An olive's cloudy grain the handle made, 
Diftind with ftuds j and brazen was the blade) ; 
jrhis on the helm difcharg'd a noble blow ; 
The plume dropt nodding to the plain below, 770 
Shorn from the creft. Atrides wav'd his fteel : 
Deep through his front the weighty falchion fell ; 
The craftiing bones before its force gave way ; 
In dull and blood the groaning hero lay ; 
Forc'd from their ghaftly orbs, and fpouting gore, 775: 
prhe clotted eje-halls tumble on the (hore^ 
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The fierce. Strides (pumM him as he bled. 
Tore off his arms, and, loud-exulting, faid r • 

Thus, Trojans, thus, at length be taught to fear ; . 
O'i^ce perfidious, who delight in war ! 78a 

Already noble deeds ye have perform'd, 
A princefs rapt trwifcends a navy ftorm'd : 
In fuch bold feats your impious might sq^prove. 
Without th* affiftance, or the fear, of Jove. 
The violated rites, the ravi(h*d dame, 78^ 

Our heroes flaughter'd, and our fhips^on flame. 
Crimes heap'd on crimes- (hall bend your glory down. 
And whefan in ruins yon flagitious town. 
O thou, great Father ! Lord of earth and flcies. 
Above the thought of man ! fupremely wife ! 793 
If from thy hand the fates of mortals flow. 
From whence this favour to an impious foe, 
A godlefs crew, abandon'd and unjuft. 
Still breathing rapine, violence, and luft ? 
The beft of things, beyond their meafure,- cloy ; 795 
Sleep's balmy bleffing, love's endearing joy ; 
The feaft, the dance ; whate'er mankind defire, 
Ev'n the fweet charms of -facred numbers tire. 
But Troy for ever reaps a dire delight 
In third of flaughter, and in luft of fight. 806 

This faid, he feiz'd (while yet the carcafs heav'd) 
The bloody armour, which his train received : 
Then fudden mix'd among the warring crew. 
And tha bold fon of Pylaemenes flew, 
Harpalion had through Afia traveled far, 805 

Following his martial father to the war ;. ; - 

Through 
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Through filial love he left his native Jhofe» ** 

Never, ah never, to behdd it laoce ! 
His unfaccefsful fpear he chanc'd to. fling 
Againft the target of the Spartan king ; 8ic) 

Thus of his lance cLifarm'd, from death he flies. 
And turns around his appicheniive ^es. 
Him, throu^ the hip tranfpiercing as he fled. 
The (haft of Merion mingled with the dead. 
Beneath the bone the glancing point defcends, 8i j;^ 
And, driving dpwn, the fwelling bladder rends ; 
3unk in his fad companions arms be lay. 
And in fhort pantings fobb'd his foul away ; 
(Like fome vile worm extended on the ground) 
While life's red torrent gufli'd from out the woimd* 

Him on his car the Paphlagonian train 
In flow proccflion bore from off the plain. 
The penfive father, fadier now no more ! 
Attends the mournful pomp along the fliore ; 
And unavailing tears profufely flied ; 82 ^ 

And, unrevcng'd, deplorM his oflTspring dead. 

Paris from far the moving fight beheld. 
With pity foften'd, and with fury fwell'd ; 
His honour'd hofl, a youth of matchlefs grace. 
And lov'd of all the Paphlajgonian race ; 8 jO 

With his full ftrength he bent his angry bow. 
And wing'd the feather'd vengeance at the foe. 
A chief there was» the brave Euchenor nam'd. 
For riches much, and more for virtue fam'd. 
Who held his feat in Corinth's (lately town ; 85; 
Polydus' fon, a feer of old renown. 

Oft 
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Oft had the father told his early doom. 
By arms abroad, or flowr difeale at home : 
He climb'd hjs vefTel, prodigal of breath. 
And chofe the certain, glorious path to death. 84CI 
Beneath his ear the pointed arrow went ; 
The foul came iflUing at the narrow vent ; 
His limb&, unnerv'd, drop ufekfs on the ground. 
And eyerlafting darknefs Ihades him round* 

Nor knew great Heftor how his legions yield 84^^ 
(Wrapt ia the cloud and tumult of the field) ; 
Wide on the left the force of Greece commands. 
And conqueft hovers o'er th' Achaian bands : 
With fuch a tide fupcrior virtue fway'd. 
And he * that ihakes the folid earth, gave aid» 85# 
But in the center Hedor fix'd remained. 
Where firft the gates were forc'd and bulwarks gain'd^ 
There, on the margin of the hoary deep, 
(Their naval ftation where th' Ajaces keep. 
And where low walls confine the beating tides, 855 
Whofe humble barrier fcarce the foe divides ;> 
Where late in fight, both foot and horfe engftg'd. 
And all the thunder of the battle rag'd) 
There j^in'd, the whole BGBOiian ftrength remains, 
The proud lonians with their fweeping trains, 860 
Locrians and Phthians, and th' Epaean force ; 
But, joki'd, repel not ttcftor's fiery courfe. 
The flower of Athens, Stichjius, Phidas led. 
Bias and great Meneflheus at th^ head. 
Mq;es the ftrong the Epetan bands contrord, 86 j 
And Diaciuj prudent, and Ainphion bold ; 

« * Neptune. 

The 
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The Phthians Medon> fam'd for martial might. 

And brave Podarces, adive in the fight. 

This drew from Phylacus his noble line ; 

iphiclus' fon : and that (Oileus) thine : S^O 

( Young Ajax'. brother, by a ftorn embrace ; 

He dwelt far diftant from his native place. 

By his fierce ftcpdame from his father's reign 

Expeird and exil'd for her brother llain.) 

Thcfe rule the Phthians, and their arms employ 875 

Mixt with Boeotians, on the fliores of Troy, 

Now fide by fide, with like unweary'd care. 
Each Ajax laboured through the field of war ; 
So when two lordly bulls, with equal toil-,. 
Fosce the bright plowfhare through the fallow foil, 880 
Join'd to one yoke, the ftubborn earth they tear. 
And tr^ce large furrows with the Ihining (hare ; 
O'er their huge Ixmbs the foam defcends in fnow. 
And dreams of fweat down their four foreheads flow. 
A: train of heroes foUow'd through the field, 88 j* 
Who bor« by turns great Ajax' fcvcn-fold fhield ; 
Whene'er he breath'd, remiffive of his might, 
Tir'd with inceflant flaughters of the fight. 
No following troops his brave aiTociate grace r 
Itt clofe engagement an iinpradlis'd race, 89^^ 

The Locrian fquadrons nor the javelin wield. 
Nor bear the helm, nor lift t*he moony (hicld ; 
But Ikill'd from far the ilying (haft to wing. 
Or whirl the founding pebble from the (ling ;. 
Dettrous. with thefe.they aim a certain wound, 89 j 
Or fell th^ diftant .war/iour CO the groundv /^ 

Thug 
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Tlius lA the van, the TdamoniJin train 
Throng'd in bright arms, a preffing fight maintain ; 
Far in the rear the Locrian archers lie, 
Whofe Hones and arrows intercept the fky, goo 

The mingled tempeft on the foes they pour ; 
Troy's fcattering orders open to the (hower. 

Now had the Greeks eternal fame acquir*d> 
And the gaird Hians to their walls retir'd ; 
But fage Polydames, difcreetly brave, go^ 

Addrefs'd great Hcftor, and this counfcl gave : 

Though great in all, thou feem'ft averfe to lend 
Impartial audience to a faithful friend ; 
To Gods and men thy matchlefs worth is known. 
And every art of glorious war thy own ; 910 

Bat in cool thought and counfel to excd. 
How widely differs this from warring well ? 
Content with what the bounteous Gods have given. 
Seek not alone t' engrofs the gifts of Heaven. 
To ibme the powers of bloody war belong, 9 1 j 

To fome, fweet mufick, and the charm of fong ; 
To fewy and wondrous few, has Jove affign*d 
A wile, exten^ve^ all-confidering mind ; 
Their guardians thefe, the naticms round confefs. 
And towns and empires for their dafsty blefs« 92a 
If Heaven have lodg'd this virtue in my bread. 
Attend, O Ued^or, what I judge the beft : 
See, as thou mov'ft, on<iangers dangers fpread. 
And war's whole fury bums around thy head, 
Qefaold ! diflrefs'd within yon hoftile wall, 92 j 

How many Trojans yield, difperfe» or fall ? 

Vol. XUX, D Whrt 
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What troops, out-numbcr'd^ fcarcc the war maintain h 

And what brave heroes at the fhips lie flain f 

Here ceafe thy fury ; and the chiefs and kings 

Convoked to council, weigh the fum of things. 939 

Whether (the Gods fucceeding our defircs) 

To yon tall fliips to bear the Trojan fires i 

Or quit the fleet, and pafs unhurt away. 

Contented with the conqueft of the day. 

I fear, I fear, left Greece, not yet undone, 935 

Pay the large debt of laft revolving fun ; 

Achilles, great AchiUes, yet remains 

On yonder decks, and yet overlooks the plains I 

The counfel pleas'd ; and Hedtor, with a bound, 
Leap'd from his chariot on the trembling ground 9 
Swift as he leap'd his clanging arms refound* 
To guard this poft (he cried) thy art employ. 
And here detain the fcatter'd youth of Troy ; 
Where yonder heroes faint, I bend my way. 
And haften back to end the doubtful day. 94; 

This faid 5 the toweling chief prepares to go. 
Shakes his white plumes that to the breezes flow. 
And feems a moving mountain topt with fnow. 
Through all his hoft, infpiring force, he flies. 
And bids anew the martial thunder rife. 9jf6. 

To Panthus' fon, at Hed^or's high command, 
Hafte the bold leaders of the Trojan band : 
But round the battlements, and round the plain. 
For many a chief he look'd, but look*d in vain j. 
Deiphobus, nor Helenus the feer, 95 j^ 

Nor Afius* fon> nor Afius fclf appear* 

Ebr 



d by Google 



I 



ILIAD, Book XIIL 3^, 

For thcfe were pierc'd with many a ghaftly wound. 
Some cold in death, fome groaning on the ground ; 
Some low in duft (a mournful obje^i) lay ; 
High on the wall fome breathed their fouls way. 96a 

Far on the left, amid the throng he found 
(Cheering the troops, and dealing deaths around) 
The graceful Paris ; whom, with fury mov*d. 
Opprobrious, thus, th' impatient chief reprov'd : 

Ifl-fated Paris ! flave to woman-kind, 96^ 

As fmooth of face as fraudulent of mind I 
Where is Deiphobus, where Afius gone ? 
The god-like father, and th' intrepid fon? 
The force of Helenus, difpenfing fate ; 
And great Othryoneus^ fo fear'd of late ? g^a ' 

Black fate hangs o*er thee from th' avenging God^. 
Imperial Troy from her foundations nods ; 
Whelm'd in thy country's ruins (halt thou fall^. 
And one devouring vengeance fwallow all. 

When Paris thus : My brother and my friend, g^f 
Thy warm impatience makes thy tongue offend. 
In other battles I deferv'd thy blame,. 
Though then not deedlefs, nor unknown to fame :- 
But fmce yon rampart by thy arms lay low,- 
I fcatter'd {laughter from my fatal bow. 080 - 

The chiefs you feek on yonder fhore lie flain ; 
Of all thofe heroes, two alone remain ; 
Deiphobus, and Helenus. the feer : 
Each now difabled by a hofUle fpear. * . 
Go then, fuccclsful, where thy foul infpires r: ^t- 
Tly& heart and hand ihall fecond all thy fires :. 

D 1 What 
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What with this arm I can, prepare to know. 

Till death for death b^ paid, and blow for blow. 

But, 'tis not ours, with forces not our own 

To combat ; ftrength is of the Gods alone. 990 

Thefe words the hero's angry mind affuage : 
Then fierce they mingle where the thickeft rage* 
Around Polydamas, diftain'd with blood. 
Cebrion, Phalces, ftern Orthacus ftood, 
Palmus, with Polypsetes the divine, 99^ 

And two bold brothers of Hippotion's line : 
{Who reached fair Ilion, from Afcania far. 
The former day ; the next engag'd in war.) 
As when from gloomy clouds a whirlwind fprings. 
That bears Jove's thunder on its dreadful wings, 1000 
Wide o'er the blaftcd fields the tempeft fweeps ; 
Then, gather'd, fettles on the hoary deeps ; 
Th' afflidled deeps tumultuous mix and roar ; 
The waves behind impel the waves before. 
Wide-rolling, foaming high, and tumbling to the 
fliore : 100^ 

Thus rank on rank the thick battalions throng. 
Chief urg'd on chief, and maa drove man along. 
Far o*er the plains in dreadful order bright. 
The brazen arms rdied a beamy light : 
Full in the blazing van ^at Heftor fhin'd, loio 
Like Mars commiilion'd to confound mankind. 
Before him flaming, his enormous fhield 
Like the broad fun, illumin'd all the field : 
Hit nodding helm emits a ftreamy ray ; 
His piercing eyes through all the battle ft ray, loi; 

And, 
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And^ while beneath his targe he flafh'd along. 
Shot teiFours round, that withered cv'n the ftrong. 

Thus ftalk'd be, dreadful ; death was in his look ; 
Whole nations fcar'd 5 but not an Argive fhook. 
The towering Ajax, with an ample flride, 1029 

Advanc'd the firft, and thus the chief defy 'd : 

Hedor I come on, thy empty threats forbear : 
'Tis not thy arm, 'tis thundering Jove we fear : 
The fkill of war to os not idly given, 
Lo ! Greece is humbled, not by Ttoy, but Heaven^ 
Vain are the hopes that haughty mind imparts. 
To force our fleet : the Greeks have hands, and hearts^ 
Long ere in flames our lofty navy fall. 
Your boafled city and your god-built wall 
Shall fink beneath us, fmoaking on the ground; lojCf 
And fpread a long, unmeafur'd ruin round. 
The time fhall come, when, cliac'd along the plain> 
Ev'n thou fhalt call on Jove, and call in vain ; 
Ev'n thou fhalt wifh, to aid thy defperate courie. 
The wings of falcons for thy flying horfe ; lOJi 

Shalt run, forgetful of a warriour's fame. 
While clouds of friendly duft conceal thy fhame^ 

As thus he fpoke, behold, in open view. 
On founding wings a dexter eagle flew. 
To Jove's glad omen all the Grecians rife,, 1040 

And hail, with fhouts, his progrefs through the fkies ; 
Far-echoing clamours bound from fide to fide : 
They ceas'd ; and thus the chief of Troy reply 'd : 

From whence this menace, this infulting ftrain ? 
Enormous boailer j doom'd to vaunt in vain, 104; 
D 3 .SO 
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So may the Gods on Hedor life beftow, 

(Not that (hort life which mortals lead below. 

But fuch as thofe of Jove's high lineage born. 

The bhie-ey'd Maid, or He that gilds the mom.) 

As this dccifive day Ihall end the fame 

Of Greece, and Argos be no more a name. 1059 

And thou, imperious ! if thy madnefs wait 

The lance of Heftor, thou (halt meet thy fate 1 

That giant corpfe, extended on the (hore. 

Shall largely feed the fowls with fat and gore. 

He faid, and like a lion ftalk'd along: 105 j 

With fhouts inccffant earth and ocean rung. 
Sent from his following hoft : the Grecian train 
With anfwering thunders fill'd the echoing plain ; 
A fhout that tore Heaven's concave, and above 
Shook the fix'd fplendoucs of the throne of Jove. 1 060 
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ARGUMENT. 

Juno deceives Jupiter by the Girdle of Venus. 

NESTOR, fitting at the table with Machaon, is 
alarmed with the encreafing clamour of the war, 
and haftens to Agamemnon : on his way he meet» 
that prince with Diomed and Ulyffcs, whom he in- 
forms of the extremity of the danger. Agamem- 
non propofes to make their efcapc by nieht, which 
Ulyues withftands ; to which Diomed adds his ad- 
vice, that, wounded as they were, they fhould go 
forth and encourage the army with their prefence ; 
which advice is purfued. Juno, feeing the parti- 
ality of Jupiter to the Trojans, forms a dcfign to 
overreach him ; Ihe fets oiF her charms with the 
utmod care, and (the more fa rely to enchant him) 
obtains the magic circle of Venus. She then applies 
herfelf to the God of Sleep, and, with fome diffi-> 
culty, perfuades him to feal the eyes of Jupiter; 
this done, (he eoes to Mount Ida, where the God, 
at firft fight, is raviftied with her beauty, links in 
ber embraces, and is laid afleep. Neptune takes 
advantage of his flumber, and fuccours the Greeks : 
HtctoT is ftruck to the ground with a prodigious 
fU)ne by Ajax, and carried off from the battle. Se- 
veral a^flions fucceed ; till the Trojans, much di- 
frrefTed, are obliged to give way : the Icffcr Ajax, 
lignalizes himfclf in a particalar manner* 
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BUT nor the genial feaft, nor flowing howl. 
Could charm the cares of Neilor's watchfal foul; 
His ftartled ears th' encreaiing cries attend : 
Then thus, impatient, to his wounded friend : 

What new alarm, divine Macbaon, fay, g 

What mixt events attend this mighty day ? 
Hark 1 how the (houts divide, and how they meet. 
And n^w come full, and thicken to the fleet I 
Here, with the cordial draught, difpel thy care. 
Let Hecamede the ilrengtheniag bath prepare, i^ 
Refreih thy wound, and cleanfe the clotted goze ; 
While I th' adventures of the day explore. 

He faid : and feiadng Thrafymedes' Ihield, 
^His valiant oflspring) haften*d to the field ; 
(That day, the fon his father's buckler boie} i^ 

Then fnatch'd a lance, and iflued from the door* 
Soon as the profped opened to his view. 
His wounded eyes the fcene of ibrrow knew ; 
Dire diiarray ! the tumult of the flght. 
The wall in ruins, and the Greeks in flight. J9 

As when old Ocean's iilent furface deeps. 
The waves juft hearing on the purple deeps ; 

While 
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While yet th* expected tcmpeft hangs on high. 
Weighs down the cloudy and blackens in the Iky, 
The xnafs of waters will no wind obey ; 2{ 

}ove fends one gufl, and bids them roll away. 
While wavering counfels thus his mind engage^ 
riuftuates in doubtful thought the Pylian fage. 
To join the hoft, or to the general hajfte ; 
Debating long, lie fixes oii the laft : 30 

Yet, as he moves, the fight his bofom warms ; 
The field rings dreadful wkh the clang of arms ^ 
The gleaming faulchions flafti, the javelins fly ; 
Blows echo blows, and all or kill, or die. 

Him> 4n his march, the wounded princes meet, 35 
3y tardy fteps afcending from the fleet : 
The king of men, UlyiTes the divine. 
And who to Tydeus owes his noble line. 
(Their (hips at diftance from the battle ftand. 
In lines advanced along the (helving ftrand : 40 

Whofe bay, the fleet unable to contain 
At length ; bcfide the margin of the main. 
Rank above rank, the crouded (hips they moor : 
Who landed firft 4ay highe(( on the (hore.) 
Supported on their fpears, they took their way, 4^ 
Unfit to fi^t, but anxious for the day. 
l<Jeftor's approach alarm'd each Grecian breaft. 
Whom thus the general of the hoft addreft : 

O grace and glory of th' Achaian name ! 
What drives thee, Neftor, from the field of fame ? 50 
Shall then ^oud Heftor fee liis boaft fulfill'd, 
Cujr fleets in.a(he9, and ^ur heroes kill'd ? 

. Such 
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Such was his threat, ah now too Toon made good. 

On many a Grecian bofom writ in blood. 

Ih every heart inilam'd with equal rage ^t 

Againft your king, nor will one chief engage ? 

And have I liv'd to fee with mournful eyes 

In every Gieek a new Achilles rife ? 

Gerenian Neftor then : So Fate has will'd ; 
And all-confirming time has fate fulfill'd. 60 

Not he that thunders from th' aerial bower. 
Not jQve himfelf, upon the paft has power. 
The wall, bur late inviolable bound. 
And bed defence, lies fmoaking on the ground : 
JEv'n to the Ihips their conquering arms extend, 65 
And groans of flaughter'd Grepks to heaven afcend. 
On fpeedy meafures then employ your thought. 
In fuch diftrefs. If counfel profit aught ; 
Anns cannot much : though Mars our fouls excite ; 
Thefe gaping wounds withhold us from the fight, 70 

To him the monarch : That our army bends. 
That Troy triumphant our high fleet afcends* 
And that the rampart, late our fureil trufl. 
And beft defence, lies fmoaking in the duft : 
All this from Jove's afHidive hand we bear, 7 j 

Who, far from Argos, wills our ruin here. 
Fail are the days when happier Greece was bleft. 
And all his favour, all his aid confeft^ 
Now Heaven, averfe, our hands from battle ties. 
And lifts the Trojan glory to the (kies. 841 

Ceafe we at length to wafte our blood in vain. 
And launch what ihips lie ncareft to the main ; 

Leave 
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Leave thefe at anchor till the coming night : 
Then, if impetuous Troy forbear the fight. 
Bring all to fea, and hoift each fail for flight* 
Better from evils, wtU forcfccn> to run. 
Than perifh in the danger we may fliun. 

Thus he. The fagc UlyfTcs thus replies. 
While anger flaih'd from his dtfdainful eyes : 
What ftiameful words (unkingly as thou art) 90 

Fall from that trembling tongue, and timorous heftrt. 
Oh, were thy fway the curfe of meaner power8> 
And thou the fhame of any hoft but ours I 
A hoft, by Jove endued with martial might. 
And taught to conquer, or to fall in fight : 9^ 

Adventurous combats and bold wars to wage. 
Employed our youth, and yet emj^oys our age* 
And wilt thou thus dcfert the Trojan plain ? 
And have whole ftreams of blood been fpih in vain ? 
In fuch bafe fentence if thcu couch thy fear, 200 
Speak it in whifpers, left a Greek fhould hear* 
Lives there a man fo dead to fame, who dares 
To think fuch meannefs, or the thought declares ? 
And comes it ev'n from him whofe fovereign fway 
The bandied legions of all Greece obey ? 105 

Is this a general's voice that calls to flight. 
While war hangs doubtful, while his foldiers fight ? 
What more could Troy ? What yet their fate dcnicsi. 
Thou giv'ft the foe : all Greece becomes their prize. 
No more the troops (our hoifled fails in view, no 
Themfdves abandoned) ihall the fight purfue ; 
But thy (hips flying, with dcfpair ihall fee ; 
And owe deflrudion to a prince like thee. 

Thy 
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Thy juft reproofs (Atridcs calm replies) 
JAke arrows pierce me, for thy words are wife. 1 1 c 
Unwilling as I am to lofc the hoft, 
I force not Greece to leave this hateful coaft. 
Glad I fubmit, whoe'er, or young or old, 
Aaght, more conducive to our weal, unfold* 
Tydides cat him fliort, and thus began : |2p 

Such couniel if you feek, behold the man 
Who boldly gives it ; and what he fliall fay. 
Young though he be, difdain not to obey : 
A youth, who from tlie m'ghty Tydeus fprings^ 
May fpeak to councils and affembled kings. 125 

Hear then in me the great Oenides' fon, 
Whofe honour'd duft (his race cf glory run) 
lies whelm'd in ruins of the Theban wall ; 
Brave in his life, and glorious in his fall ; 
With thiee bold fons was generous Prothoiis bkft, 130 
Who Fleuron's walls and Calydon ^x^eft ; 
Melas and Agrius, but (who far furpaft 
The reft in courage) Oeneus was the laft. 
From him, my Sire. From Calydon expell'd. 
He paisM to Argos, and in exile dwelFd ; 1 3 ; 

llie monarch's daughter there (fo Jove ordain'd) 
He won, and £ouriih'd where Adraftus reign'd ; 
There, rich in fortune's gifts, his acres till'd. 
Beheld his vines their liquid harveft yield. 
And numerous flocks that whiten'd all the field. 140 
Such Tydeus was, the foremoft once in fame ! 
Nor lives in Greece a Granger to his name. 
Then, what for common good my thoughts infpire, ^ 
4rttcnd; and in the fon, reipe^ the fire^ 

Though 
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Though fore of battle, though with wounds oppreft^ 
Let each go forth, and animate the reft. 
Advance the glory which he cannot (hare,. 
Though not partaker, witnefs of the war* 
But left new wounds on wounds o'erpower us quite, • 
Beyond the miflile javelin's founding flight, i jok 

Safe Itt us ftand ; and from the tumult far, 
Infpire the ranks, and rule the diftant wan 

He added not : the liftening kings obey. 
Slow moving on ; Atrides leads the way. 
The God of Ocean (to inflame their rage) v^f. 

Appears a warriour furrow'd o'er with age ;. 
Preil in his own, the general's hand he took. 
And thus the venerable hero fpoke : 

Atrides, lo ! with what difdainful eye 
Achilles fees his country's forces fly ; i6o 

Blind impious man ! whofe anger is his guide. 
Who glories in unutterable pride. 
So may he perifh, fo may Jove difclaim 
The wretch relentlefs, and o'erwhelm with fliame! 
But heaven forfakes not thee : o'er yonder fands 165 
Soon Ihalt thou view the fcatterd Trojan bands 
Fly divcrfe ; while proud kings, and chiefs renown'd^' 
Driven heaps on heaps, with clouds involved around 
Of rolling duft, their winged wheels employ 
To hide their ignominious heads in Troy. i ^o 

He fpoke, then rufh'd amid the warriour crew ; 
And fent his voice before him as he flew. 
Loud, as the fhout encountering armies yield, 
When twice ten thoufand ihake the labouring field ; 

Such 
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Swh was the voice, and fuch the thandering found 
Of him, whofe trident rends the folid ground. 
Each Argive bofom beats to meet the fight^ 
And griily war appears a pleafing fight. 

Meantime Saturnia from Olympus' brow. 
High thron'd in gold, beheld the fields below; i8d 
With joy the glorious conflid flie furvc/d. 
Where her great brother gave the Grecians aid« 
But plac'd aloft, on Ida's fliady height 
She fees her Jove, and trembles at the f!ght. 
Jove to deceive, what methods fhall fhe try, 18^ 

What arts, to blind his all-beholding eye ? 
At length ihe trufls her power; refolv'd to prove 
The old, yet flill fuccefsful, cheat of love ; 
Againf^ his wifdom to oppofe her charms. 
And lull the Lord of Thunders in her arms. 19^ 

Swift to her bright apartment ihe repairs. 
Sacred to drefs and beauty's pleafing cares : 
With ikill divine had Vulcan form'd the bower. 
Safe from accefs of each intruding power. 
Touch'd with her fecret key, the doors unfold : 19$ 
Self-clos'd, behind her fhut the valves of gold. 
Here firft fhe bathes ; and round her body pours 
Soft oils of fragrance, and ambrofial fhowers ; 
The winds, perfum'd,-the balmy gale convey 
Through heaven, through earth, and all th' aerial way ; 
Spirit divine ! whofe exhalation greets 
The fcnfe of Gods with more than mortal fweets. 
Thus while fhe breath'd of heaven, with decent pride 
Her artful hands the radiant tieffes ty'd ; 

Fait 
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Put on her head in (hining ringlets roll'd^ iso jp 

Part o'er her (hoalders wav'd like melted gc^d« 
Around her next a heavenly mantle flowM, 
That rich with Fallas' laboured colours glow'd : 
Large clafps of gold the foldings gathered round, 
A golden zone her fwelling bofom bound. 210 

Far-beaming pendants tremble in her ear. 
Each gem ilkunin'd with a triple ftar. 
Then o'er her head fhe cafts a veil more white 
Than new*fall'n fnow, and dazzling as the light. 
Ji^ her fair feet celeftial fandals grace. iig 

Thus iffuing radiant with majeftic pace. 
Forth from the dome th' imperial Goddefs moves. 
And calls the Mother of the Smiles and Laves« 

How long (to Venus thus apart (he cried) 
Shall human ftrife celeftial minds divide ? 2ZO 

Ah yet, will Venus aid Saturnia's joy. 
And fet afide the caulc of Greece and Troy ? 

Let Heaven's dread empiefs (Cytheraea faid^ 
Speak her requeil, and deem her will obey'd* 
Then grant me (faid the Queen) th<^e conqueringcharms^ 
That power, which mortals and immortals warms. 
That love, which melts mankind in fierce defiles. 
And burns the fons of Heaven with facxed fires 1 

For lo I hafte to thofe remote abodes, 
Where the great parents (facred fource of Gods !} 250 
Ocean and Tethys their old empire keep. 
On the laft limits of the land and deep. 
In their kind arms my tender years were paft ; 
What time old Saturn, from Olympus caft. 

Of 
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Of upper heaven to Jove rcfign'd the reign, aj j 

Wbelm'd under the huge mafs of earth and main. 
For ftrife, I hear, has made the union ceafe. 
Which held fo loijg that ancient pair in peace. 
What honour, and what love, (hall I obtain. 
If I compofe thoTe fatal feuds again ; 240 

Once more their minds in mutual ties engage. 
And what my youth has ow'd, repay their jage ? 

She faid. With awe divine the Queen of Love 
Obey'd the fitter and the wife of Jove : 
And from her fragrant breaft the zone unbrac'd, 24^ 
With various (kill, and high embroidery grac'd. 
In this was every art, and every charm. 
To win the wifeft, and the coldeft warm : 
Fond love, the gentle vow, the gay de(irc. 
The kind deceit, the (till reviving fire, 2 Jo 

Perfuafive fpeech, and more perfuafive fighs. 
Silence that fpoke, and eloquence of tyts. 
This, on her hand the Cyprian Goddefs laid ; 
Take this, and with it all thy wi(h, (he faid. 
With fmile ihe took the charm ; and fmiling preft 25^ 
The powerful ceftus to her fnowy breait. 

Then Venus to the courts of Jove withdrew; 
Whilft from Olympus pleas'd Saturnia flew. 
O'er high Pieria thence her courfe (he bore. 
O'er fair Emathia's ever-pleafing (hore, 260 

O'er Hemus' hills with fnows eternal crown'd ; 
Nor once her flying foot approach'd the ground. 
Then taking wing from Athos' lofty fteep, ' -j 

She fpeeds to Lemnos o*er the rolling deep, L 

And feeks the cave of Death's half-brother. Sleep. J 
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Sweet pleafing Sleep ! (Saturnia thus began) 

Who fpread'ft thy empire o'er each god and man ; 

If e'er obfequious to thy Juno*s will, 

O Power of Slumbers ! hear, and favour ftill : 

Shed thy foft dews on Jove's immortal eyes, 270 

While funk in love's entrancing joys he lies. 

A fplendid footftool, and a throne, that fhine 

With gold unfading, Somnus, (hall be thine ; 

The work of Vulcan-; to indulge thy eafe. 

When wine and feafts thy golden humours pleafe. 275; 

Imp)erial Dame (the balmy power replies) 
Great Saturn's heir, and emprefs of the Ikies ! 
O'er other Gods I fpread my eafy chain ; 
The fire of all, old Ocean, owns my reign. 
And his hufli'd waves lie filent on the main. 280 
But how, unbidden, fhall I dare to fteep 
Jove's awful temples in the dew of fleep ? 
Long fince, too venturous, at thy bold command. 
On thofe eternal lids I laid my hand : 
What time, deferting Ilion's wafted plain, 285 

His conquering' fon, Alcides, ploughed the main. 
When lo ! the deeps arife, the tempefts roar. 
And drive the hero to the Coan fliore ; 
Great Jove awaking, fhook the bleft abodes 
With rifing wrath, and tumbled Gods on Gods; 290 
Me chief he fought, and from the realms on high 
Had hurl'd indignant to the nether &y. 
But gentle Night, to whom I fled for aid, 
(The friend of earth and heaven) her wings difplay'd j 
Impower'd the wrath of gods and men to tame, 295 
Ev'n Jove rever'd the venerable Dame, 

Vain 
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Vain are thy fears (the Queen of Heaven replies. 
And, fpeaking, rolls her large majeftic eyes) 
Think'ft thou that Troy has Jove's high favour won. 
Like great Alcides, his all-conquering fon ? 300 
Hear, and obey the miftrefs of the &ies. 
Nor for the deed expe^ a vulgar prize ; , 

For know, thy lov'd one fhall be ever thine. 
The youngeft Grace, Pafithae the divine* 

Swear then (he faid) by thofe tremendous floods 305" 
That roar through hell, and bind th* invoking Gods ; 
Let the great parent Earth one hand fuftain. 
And ftretch the other o*er the facred main* 
Call the black Titans, that, with Chronps dwell. 
To hear and witnefs from the depths of hell ; 310 
That (he, my lov'd one, fhall be ever mine. 
The youngeft Grace, Pafithae the divine. 

The queen aflents ; and from th* infernal bowers 
Invokes the fable fubtartarean Powers, 
And thofe who rule th' inviolable floods^ 31 ^ 

Whom mortals name the dread Titanian Gods. 

Then fwift as wind, o'er Lemnos fmoky ifle. 
They wing their way, and Imbrus' fea-beat foil. 
Through air unfeen, involved in darknefs glide. 
And light on Ledos, on the point of Ide 320. 

(Mother of favages, whofe echoing hills 
Are heard refounding with a hundred rills) ; 
Fair Ida trembles underneath the God ; 
Hulh'd are her mountains, and her forefts nod ; .^ 
There on a fir, whofe fpiry branches rile : . 325 
To join its fummit to the neighbouring Ikies ; 

E 2 Dark 
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Dark in embowering Ihade, xonceard from fight. 
Sat Sleep, in likenef^ of the bird of Night. 
(Chalcis his name by thofe of heavenly birth. 
But caird Cymidis by the race of earth). 530 

To Ida's top fuccefsful Juno flies; 
Great Jove furveys her with defiring eyes : 
The God, whofe lightning fets the heavens on fire. 
Through all his bofom feels the fierce defire ; 
Fierce as when firft by ftealdi he feiz'd her charms, 335 
Mix'd with her foul, and melted in her arms, 
Fix'd on her eyes he fed his eager look. 
Then prefs'd her hand, and thus with tranfport fpoke : 

Why comes my goddef« from th* aetherial Iky, 
And not her Heeds and flaming chariot nigh ? 340 

Then (he — I hafte to thofe remote abodes, 
\Vhere the great parents of the deathlefs gods. 
The reverend Ocean and grey Tethys reign. 
On the laft limits of the land and main. 
I vifit thefc, to whofe indulgent cares 345 

I owe the nurfing of my tender years ; 
For ftrife, I hear, has made that union ceafe. 
Which held fo long this ancient pair in peace. 
The fteeds, prepar'd my chariots to convey 
O'er earth and feas, and through th' aerial way, 350 
Wait under Ide : of thy fuperior power 
To aflc confent, I leave th' Olympian bower ; 
Nor feck, unknown to thee, the facred cells 
Deep under feas, where hoary Ocean dwells. 

For that (faid Jove) fufiice another day ; 395 

But eager love denies the lead delay. 

Let 
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Let foftcr cares the prefent hour employ. 
And be thefe moments facred all to joy. 
Ne'er did my foul fo ftrong a paflion prove. 
Or for an earthly, or a heavenly love : 360 

Not when I prefs'd Ixion's matchlefs dame 
Whei\ce rofc Perithoiis like the Gods in fame. 
Not when fair Danae felt the fliower of gold 
Stream into life, whence Pericus brave and bold. 
Not thus I burn'd for either Theban dame, 365 

(Bacchus from this, from that Alcides came) 
Not Phoenix' daughter, beautiful and young. 
Whence godlike Rhadamanth and Minos fprung. 
Not thus I burn'd for fair Latonia's face. 
Nor comelier Ceres' more majeftic grace. 370 

Not thus ev'n for thyfelf I felt defire. 
As now my veins receive the pleafing fire. 

He fpoke : the Goddefs with the charming eyes 
Glows with celeilial red, and thus replies : 
Is this a fcene for love ? On Ida's height 375 

Expos 'd to mortal and immortal fight ; 
Our joy profan'd by each familiar eye. 
The fport of heaven, and fable of the Iky. 
How (hall I e'er review the bleft abodes. 
Or mix among the fenate of the Gods ? 380 

Shall I not think, that, with diforder*d charms. 
All heaven beholds me recent from thy arms ? 
With Ikill divine has Vulcan form'd thy bower. 
Sacred to loyc and to the genial hour ; 
If fuch thy will, to that recefs retire, 385 

And fccret there indulge thy foft defire. 

E 3 She 



d by Google 



54 POPE'S HOMER. 

She ceas'd ; and, fmiling with fuperior love. 
Thus anfwcr'd mild the cloud-compelling Jove : 
Nor god nor mortal fhall our joys behold. 
Shaded with clouds, and circumfus'd in gold ; 390 
Not ev*n the Sun, who darts through heaven his rays. 
And whofe broad eye th' extended earth furveys^ 

Gazing he fpoke, and kindling at the view. 
His eager arms around the Goddefs threw. 
Glad earth perceives, and from her bofom pours 395 
Unbidden herbs and voluntary flowers : 
Thick new-born violets a foft carpet fpread 
And cluftcring lotos fwell'd the rifing bed. 
And fudden hyacinths the turf beftrow. 
And flamy crocus made the mountain glow. 400 

There golden clouds concealed the heavenly pair, 
Steep'd in foft joys, and circumfus'd with air ; 
Celeftial dews, defcehding o'er the ground. 
Perfume the mount, and breathe ambrofia round. 
At length, with Love and Sleep's foft power opprcft. 
The panting Thunderer nods, and finks to refl. 

Now to the navy borne on filent wings. 
To Neptune's car foft Sleep his meflage brings ; 
Befide him fudden, unperceiv'd he ftood. 
And thus with gentle words addrefs'd the God : 416 

Now, Neptune ! now th' important hour employ. 
To cheek a while the haughty hopes of Troy : 
While Jov€ yet refts, while yet my vapours (hed 
The golden vifion round his facred head ; 
For Juno's love, and Somnus' pleafing ties, 41 j 

Have clos'd thofe awful and eternal eyes. 

Thus 
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Thus having faid, the Power of Slumber flew. 
On human lids to drop the balmy dew. 
Neptune,, with zeal increased, renews his care. 
And towering in the foremoft ranks of war, 420 

Indignant thus — Oh once of martial fame! 
O Greeks ! if yet ye can deferve the name ! 
This half-recover'd day, (hall Troy obtain? 
Shall HeAor thunder at your (hips again? 
Lo ftill he vaunts, and threats the fleet with fires, 42^ 
While ftem Achilles in his wrath retires. 
One hero's lofs too tamely you deplore. 
Be ftill yourfelves, and we (hall need no more. 
Oh yet, if glory any bofom warms. 
Brace on your firmeft helms, and (land to arms : 430 
His ftrongeft fpear each valiant Grecian wield. 
Each valiant Grecian feize his broadeft (hield ; 
Let, to the weak, the lighter arms belong. 
The ponderous targe be wielded by the ftrong. 
(Thus arm'd) not He<flor fhall our prefenceftay : 43^ 
Myfelf, ye Greeks ! myfelf will lead the way. . 

The troops a(rent ; their martial arms they change. 
The bufy chiefs their banded legions range. 
The kings, though wounded, and oppreft Vith pain. 
With helpful hands themfelves a(rift the train. 440 
The ftrong and cumbrous arms the valiant wield. 
The weaker warriour takes a lighter (hield. 
Thus (heath 'd in (hining brafs, in bright array 
The legions march, and Neptune leads the way : 
His brandi(h'd faulchion flames before their eyes, 445 
Like lightning flaOiing through the frighted Ikies. 

E 4 Clad 
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Clad in his might, th' Earth-fhaking Power appears ; 
Pale mortals tremble, and confefs their fears. 
Troy's great defender Hands alone unaw'd. 
Arms his proud hoft, and dares oppofe a God : 450 
And lo 1 the God and wondrous man appear : 
The feas ftem Ruler there, and Hedor here. 
The roaring main, at her great mailer's call, 
Rofe in huge ranks : and form'd a watery wall 
Around the (hips ; feas hanging o'er the fliores, 455 
Both armies join : Earth thunders. Ocean roars. 
Not half fo loud the bellowing deeps refound. 
When itormy winds difclofe the dark profound ; 
Lefs loud the winds, that from th' .£olian hall 
Roar through the woods, and make whole foreils fall ; 
Lefs loud the woods, when flames in torrents pour^ 
Catch the dry mountain, and its ihades devour : 
With fuch a rage the meeting hofts are driven. 
And fuch a clamour fhakes the founding heaven. 
The firft bold javelin urg'd by Heftor's force, 4^ ^ 
Dired at Ajax* bofom wing'd its courfe ; 
But there no pafs the crofling beltt afford, 
(One brac'd his fhield, and one fuftain'd his fword.) 
Then back^he difappointed Trojan drew. 
And curs'd the lance that unavailing flew : 470 

But fcap'd not Ajax ; his tempeftuous hand 
A ponderous ftone upheaving from the fand, 
(Where heaps, laid loofe beneath the warriour's feet. 
Or ferv'd to ballaft, or to prop the fleet) 
Tofs'd round and round, the miflive marble flings ; 
On the raz'd (hidd the falling ruin rings, • 

FuU 
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Full on his breaft and throat with force defceiids ; 
Nor deaden'd there its giddy fury fpcnds. 
But whirling on, with many a fiery round. 
Smokes in the dull, and ploughs into the ground. 480 
As when the bolt, red-hifling from above. 
Darts on the confecrated plant of Jove, 
The mpuntain-oak in flaming ruin lies. 
Black from the blow, and fmokes of fulphur rife ; 
Stiff with amaze the pale beholders ftand, 48^ 

And own the . terrours of th* Almighty hand ! 
So lies great Hedor proftrate on the fhore ; 
His flacken'd hand defert* the lance it bore ; 
His following ftiield the fallen chief o'erfpread j 
Beneath his helmet dropped his fainting head ; 490 
His load of armour finking to the ground. 
Clanks on the field ; a dead, and hollow found. 
Loud fhouts of triumph fill the crouded plain ; 
Greece fees, in hope, Troy's great defender flain : 
All fpring to feize him ; ftorms of arrows fly ; 49 r 
And thicker javelins intercept the Iky. 
In vain an iron tempeft hiifes round ; 
He lies proteded, and without a wound* 
Polydamas, Agenor the divine. 
The pious warriour of Anchifes' line, ^o 

And each bold leader of the Lycian band ; 
With covering ftiields (a friendly circle) ftand. 
His mournful followers, with afliftant care. 
The groaning hero to his chariot bear ; 
His foaming courfcrs, fwifter than the wind, 505 
Speed to the town, and leave the war behind^ 

When 
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When now they touch'd the mead's cnamel*d fide. 
Where gentle Xanthus rolls his cafy tide, 
"With watery drops the chief they fprinkle round, 
P'lac'd on the margin of the flowery ground, 510 
Rais'd on his knees, he now ejefts the gore ; 
Now faints anew, low-finking on the (hore ; 
By fits he breathes, half views the fleeting fkies. 
And feals again, by fits, his fwimming eyes. 

Soon as the Greeks the chief's retreat beheld, 51^ 
With double fury each invades the field. 
Oilean Ajax firft his javelin fped, 
Pierc'd by whofe point the fon of Enops bled ; 
(Satnius the brave, whom beauteous Neis bore 
Amidft her flocks, on Satnio's filver (hore) 520 

Struck through the belly's rim, the warriour lies 
Supine,- and fhades eternal veil his eyes. 
An arduous battle rofe around the dead ; 
By turns the Greeks, by turns the Trojans bled, 

Fir'd with revenge, Polydamas drew near, 525 
And at Prothcenor fhook the trembling fpear ; 
The driving javelin through his (houlder thruft. 
He finks to earth, and grafps the bloody dull. 
Lo thus (the vidor cries) we rule the field. 
And thus their arms the race of Panthus wield : 530 
From this unerring hand there flies no dart 
But bathes its point within a Grecian heart. 
Prompt on that fpear to which thou 9w'ft thy fall. 
Go, guide thy darkfome fteps to Pluto's dreary hall ! 
; He faid, and forrow touch'd each Argive breaft : 
The foul of Ajax burn'd above the reft, 
i- As 
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As by his fide the groaning warriour fell. 
At the fierce foe he launch*d his piercing fteel : 
The foe reclining, Ihunn'd the flying death ; 
But Fate, Archilochus, demands thy breath : 540 
Thy lofty birth no fuccour could impart. 
The wings of death o'ertook thee on the dart. 
Swift to perfonn Heaven's fatal will it fled. 
Full on the juncture of the neck and head. 
And took the joint, and cut the nerves in twain : 54^ 
The dropping head firft tumbled to the plain. 
So juft the ftroke, that yet the body flood 
Ereft, then roU'd along the fands in blood. 

Here, proud Polydamas, here turn thy eyes! 
(The towering Ajax loud infulting cries) r ro 

Say, is this chief extended on the plain, 
A worthy vengeance for Prothoenor flain ? 
Mark well his port ! his figure and his face 
Nor fpeak him vulgar, nor of vulgar race ; 
Some lines, methinks, may make his lineage known, 
Antenor's brother, or perhaps his fon. 

He fpake, and fmil'd fevere, for well he knew 
The bleeding youth : Troy fadden'd at the view. 
But furious Acamas avenged his caufe ; * 

As Promachus his flaughter'd brother draws, ^60 
He pierc'd his heart — Such fate attends you all. 
Proud Argives ! deftin'd by our arms to fall ; 
Not Troy alone, but haughty Greece fliall fliarc 
The toils, the forrows, and the wounds of war. 
Behold your Promachus depriv'd of breath, 565 

A viftim ow'd to my brave brother's death. 

Not 
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Not unappeas'd he enters Pluto's gate. 
Who leaves a brother to revenge his fate. 

Heart-piercing anguifh ftruck the Grecian hoft. 
But touch'd the breaft of bold Peneleus moft ; 570 
At the proud boafter he direds his courfe ; 
The boafter flies, and fhuns fuperior force. 
But young Ilioneus receiv'd the f^iear ; 
Ilioneus, his father's only care, 
(Phorbas the rich, of all the Trojan train 575 

Whom Hermes lov'd, and taught the arts of gain) : 
Full in his eye the weapon chanc'd to fall. 
And from the fibres fcoop'd the rooted ball. 
Drove through the neck, and hurl'd him to the plain : 
He lifts his miferable arms in vain ! 580 

Swift his broad faulchion fierce Peneleus fpread. 
And from the fpouting Ihoulders ftruck his head ; 
To earth at once the head and helmet fly ; 
The lance, yet ftriking through the bleeding eye. 
The viAor feiz'd ; and as aloft he fhook 585 

The gory vifage, thus infulting fpoke : 

Trojans ! your great Ilioneus behold ! 
Hafle, to his father let the tale be told : 
Let his tiigh roofs refound with frantic woe. 
Such, as the houfb of Promachus muft know ; 590 
Let doleful tidings greet his mother's ear. 
Such, as to Promachus' fad fpoufe we bear ; 
When we viAorious fhall to Greece return. 
And the pale matron in our triumphs mourn* 

Dreadful he fpoke, then tofs'd the head on high ; 
The Trojans hear, they tremble, and they fly : 

Aghaft 
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Aghaft they gaze around the fleet and wall. 
And dread the ruin that impends on all. 

Daughters of Jove ! that on Olympus Ihine, 
Ye all-beholding, all-recording Nine ! 600 

O fay, when Neptune made proud Ilion yield. 
What chief, what hero, firft embrued the field ? 
Of all the Grecians what immortal name. 
And whofe bleft trophies will ye raife to fame ? 

Thou firft, great Ajax ; on th' enfanguin'd plain 
Laid Hyrtius, leader of the Myfian train. 
Phalces and Mermer, Neftor's fon o'erthrew. 
Bold Merion, Morys, and Hippotion flew* 
Strong Periphaetes and Prothoon bled. 
By Teucer's arrows mingled with the dead, 616 

Pierc'd in the flank by Menelaiis' fteel. 
His people's paftor, Hyperenor, fell ; 
Eternal darknefs wrapt the warriour round. 
And the fierce foul came rufhing through the wound* 
But ftretch'd in heaps before Oileus* fon, 615 

Fall mighty numbers, mighty numbers run ; 
Ajax the lefs, of all the Grecian race 
Skill'd in purfuit, and fwifteft in the chace. 
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The fifth Battle, at the Ihips ; and the Afts of Ajax. 

JUPITER awaking, fees the Trojans repulfed from 
the trenches, Heftor in a fwoon, and Neptune at 
the head of the Greeks. He is highly incenfed at 
the artifice of Juno, who appeafes him by her fub- 
miffions : flie is then fent to Iris and Apollo. Juno, 
repairing to the aflembly of the Gods, attempts, 
with extraordinary addrefs, to incenfe them againft 
Jupiter ; in particular touches Mars with a violent 
relentment : he is ready to take arms, but is pre- 
vented by Minerva. Iris and Apollo obey the 
orders of Jupiter ; Iris commands Neptune to leave 
the battle, to which, after much reluftance and 
paflion, he confents. Apollo re-infpires Heftor 
with vigour, brings him back to the battle, marches 
before him with his ^gis, and turns the fortune of 
the fight. He breaks down great part of the Gre- 
cian wall: the Trojans rufh in, and attempt to 
fire the firft line of the fleet, but are, as yet, re- 
pelled by the greater Ajax with a prodigious 
daughter. 
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NOW in fwift flight they pafs the trench profouncf. 
And many a chief lay gafping on the ground : 
Then ftopp'd and panted, where the chariots lie ; 
Fear on their cheek and horrour in their eye. 
Meanwhile, awaken'd from his dream of love, 5 

On Ida's fummit fat imperial Jove : 
Round the wide fields he caft a careful view. 
There faw the Trojans fly, the Greeks purfuc; 
Thefe proud in arms, thofe fcatter*d o*er the plain ; 
And, midft the war, the Monarch of the Main. 10 
Not far, great Heftor on the duft he fpies 
(His fad aiTociates round with weeping eyes) 
Ejeding blood, and panting yet for breath. 
His fenfes wandering to the verge of death. 
The God beheld him with a pitying look, i^ 

And thus, incens'd, to fraudful Juno fpoke : 

O thou, ftill adverfe to th' Eternal Will,j| 
For ever ftudious in promoting ill! 
Thy arts have made the god-like Heftor yield. 
And driv'n his conquering fquadrons from the field. 20 
Canft thou, unhappy in thy wiles ! withftand 
Our power immenfe, and brave th* almighty hand ? 

Vol. XLIX. F Haft 
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Haft thou forgot, when, bound and fix'd on high. 

From the vaft concave of the fpanglcd flcy, 

I hung thee trembling in a golden chain ; 25 

And all the raging Gods oppos'd m vain ? 

Headlong I hurPd them from th' Olympian hall, 

Stunn'd in the whirl, and breathlefs with the falL 

For god-like Hercules thefe deeds were done. 

Nor feem'd the vengeance worthy fuch a fon : 30k 

When, by thy wiles induc'd, fierce Boreas toft 

The (hipwreck'd hero on the Coan coaft. 

Him through a thoufand forms of death I bore, • « 

And fent to Argos, and his native fhore. 

Hear this, remember, and our fury dread, 3 ^ 

Nor pull th' unwilling vengeance on thy head ; 

Left arts and blandilhments fuccefslefs prove. 

Thy foft deceits, and well-diflembled love. 

The Thunderer fpoke : imperial Juno moum'd. 
And, trembling, thefe fubmiffive words return'd : 4a 

By every oath that Powers immortal ties. 
The foodful earth, and all-infolding (kies ;. 
By thy black waves, tremendous Styx ! that flow 
Through the drear realms of gliding ghofts below ;. 
By the dread honours of thy facred head, 4^ 

And that unbroken vow, our virgin bed L 
Not by my arts the Ruler of the Main 
Steeps Troy in blood, and ranges round the plain i 
By his own ardour, his own pity, fway'd 
To help his Greeks ; he fought, and diibbe/'d : 50- 
Elfe had thy Juno better counfels given. 
And taught fubmiffion to the Sire of Heaven. 

Think-ft 
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Thiftk'ft thou with me ? fair Emprefs of the Skies ! 
(Th* immortal Father with a fmile replies !) 
Then foon the haughty Sea-god (hall obey, 55 

Nor dare to a<fl but when we point the way. 
If truth infpires thy tongue, proclaim our will 
To yon bright fynod on th' Olympian hill ; 
Our high decree let various Iris know. 
And call the God that bears the filver bow. 60 

Let her defcend, and from th* embattled plain 
Command the Sea-god to his watery reign : 
While P/.abus haftes, great Hedlor to prepare 
To rife afreOi, and once more wake the war ; 
His labouring bofom re-infpires with breath, 05 

And calls his fenfes from the verge of death. 
Greece, chas'd by Troy ev'n to Achilles fleet. 
Shall fall by thoufands at the hero's feet. 
He, not untouch 'd with pit}', to the plain 
Shall fend Patfoclus, but Ihall fend in vain. 70 

What youths he {laughters under lUon's walls ! 
Ev'n my lov'd fon, divine Sarpedon, falls 1 
Vaiiquiih'd at laft by Hedor's lance he lies, ^ 

Then, nor till then, (hall great Achilles rife : > 

And lo ! that inftant god-like Heftor dies. 75 V 
From that great hour the war's whole fortune turns, 
Pallas affifts, and lofty Ilion burns : 
Not till that day fliall Jove relax his rage. 
Nor one of all the heavenly hoft engage 
In aid of Greece. I'he promife of a God 80 

I gave, and fcal'd it with th' almighty nod, 
Achilles* glory to the ftars to raife ; 
Such was our word, and Fate the w^rd obeys. 

F2 ' Ihc 
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TTie trembling Qiieen (th* almighty order given) 
Swift from th' Idsean fummit (hot to heaven. 85 

As fome way- faring man, who wanders o*er 
In thought a length of lands he trod before. 
Sends forth his aftive mind from place to place. 
Joins hill to dale, and meafures fpace with fpacl- : 
So fwift flew Juno to the bleft abodes, 90 

If thought of man can match the fpeed of Gods, 
There fat the Powers in awful fynod placf'd ; 
They bow'd, and made obeifance as (he pafs'd. 
Through all the brazen dome : with goblets crown'd 
They hail her queen ; the nedbr ftreams around. 9 j 
Fair Themis firft prefents the golden bowl. 
And anxious aiks what cares difturb her foul ? 

To whom the White-arm'd Goddefs thus replies : 
Enough thou know'ft the Tyrant of the Skies, 
Severely bent his purpofe to fulfill, 100 

Unmov'd his mind, and unreftrain'd his will. 
Go thou, the feafts of heaven attend thy call ; 
Bid the crpwn'd neftar circle round the hall; 
But Jove fhall thunder through th' ethereal dome. 
Such ftem decrees, fuch threatened woes to come, i o^ 
As foon ftiall freeze mankind with dire furprize. 
And damp th' eternal banquets of the ikies. 

The Goddefs faid, and fullen took her place ; 
Black horrour fadden'd each celeftial face. 
To fee the gathering grudge in every breaft> 110 
Smiles on her lips a fpleenful joy exprcft ; 
While on her wrinkled front, and eye-brow bent. 
Sat (ledfaft care, and lowering difcx>ntent« 

Thug 
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Thus (he proceeds — Attend, ye Powers above I 
But know, 'tis madnefs to conteft with Jove: 11 c 
Supreme he fits : and fees, in pride of fway. 
Your vaflal Godheads grudgingly obey : 
Fierce in the majefty of power controuls ; 
Shakes all the thrones of heaven, and bends the poles, 
Spbraifs, Immortals 1 all he wills, obey ; 120 

And thou, great Mars, begin and ftiew the way. 
Behold Afcalaphus ! behold him die. 
But dart not murmur, dare not vent a figh ; 
Thy own lov'd boafted offspring lies overthrown. 
If that lov'd boafted offspring be thy own. 12J 

Stem Mars, widi anguifti for his liaughter'd fon. 
Smote his rebelling breaft, and fierce begun : 
Thps then. Immortals ! thus Ikall Mars obey ; 
Forgive me, Gods, and yield my vengeance way : 
Dpfcending firft to yon forbidden plain, 130 

The God of. battles dares avenge the flain ; 
Dares, thougl[i the thunder burfting o'er my head 
Should hurl me blazing on thofe heaps of dead. 

With that, he gives command to Fear and Flight 
TPo join his rapid courfers for jhe fight : i 35 

Then, grinj in arms, wilih hafty vengeance flies ; 
Arms, that refloft a radiance through the ikies. 
And, now had Jove,, by bold rebellion driven, 
Difcharg'd his .wra^h on half the hoft of heaven ; 
B3K Pallas, fpringing through the bright abode, 140 
Starts from her azure throne to calm the God. 
Struck for th' immortal race with timely fear, 
Froo} frantick M9^ (he fnatch'd the fhield and fpear ; 
^'''F 3 ' ' ^'■'- ' Then 
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Then the huge helmet lifting from his head. 

Thus to th' impetuous homicide flie faid : i^r 

By what wild paffion, furious ! art thou toft ? 
Striv'ft thou with Jove ? thou art already loft. 
Shall not the Thunderer's dread command reftrain. 
And was imperial Juno heard in vain ? 
Back to the Ikies would'ft thou with (hame be driven. 
And in thy guilt involve the hoft of heaven ? 
Uion and Greece no more (hall Jove engage ; 
'^I'he Ikies would yield an ampler fcene of rage. 
Guilty and guiltlefs find an equal fate. 
And one vaft ruin whelm th* Olympian ftate, i ^^ 
Ceafe then thy offspring's death unjuft to call ; 
Heroes as great have dy'd, and yet ftiall fall. 
Why fhould Heaven's law with foolifti man comply. 
Exempted from the race ordain 'd to die ? - 

This menace fix'd the warriour to his throne ; 1 60 
Sullen he fat, and curb'd the rifing groan. 
Then Juno call'd (Jove's orders to obey) 
The winged Iris, and the God of Day. 
Go wait the Thunderer's will (Saturnia cry'd) 
On yon' tall furamit of the fountfull Idc : 165^ 

There in the Father's awful prefence ftand, 
Kcccive, and execute his dread command. 

She faid, and fat : the God that gilds the day, 
And^'arious Iris, wing their airy way. 
Swift as the wind, to Ida's hill they came 170 

(Fair nurfe of fountains and of favage game) ; 
There fat th' Eternal ; he, whofe nod controls 
The trembling world, an<Hhafees the ftcady poles. 

Veil'd 
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Veird in a mift of fragrance him they found. 
With clouds of gold and purple circled round : 175 
WcU-pIeas'd the Thunderer faw their eamcft care. 
And prompt obedience to the Queen of Air ; 
Then (while a fmile ferenes his awful brow) 
Commands the Goddeft of the fhowery bow : 

Iris! defcend, and what we here ordain 180 

Report to yon mad Tyrant of the Main. 
Bid him from fight to his own deeps repair. 
Or breathe from flaughtcr in the fields of air. 
If he refufe, then let him timely weigh 
Oar elder birthright, and fuperior fway. 1 85 

How (hall his raflinefs Hand the dire alarms. 
If Heaven's omnipotence defcend in arms ? 
Strives he with me, by whom his power was given. 
And is there equal to the Lord of Heaven ? 

Th* Almighty fpoke ; the Goddefs wing'd her flight 
To facred Ilion from th' Idaean height. 
Swift as the rattling hail, or fleecy fno\^'s. 
Drive through the Ikies, when Boreas fiercely blows ; 
So from the clouds defcending Iris falls ; 
And to bine Neptune thus the Goddefs calls : 195 

Attend the mandate of the Sire above. 
In me behold the raeflenger of Jove : 
He bids thee from forbidden wars repair 
To thy own deeps, or to the fields of air. 
This if refused, he bids thee timely weigh 200 

His elder, birthright, and fuperior fway. 
How fhall thy raflinefs ftand the dire alarms. 
If Heaven's omnipotence defcend- in arms ? 

F 4 Striv'ft 
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Striv'ft thou with him, by whom all power is given ? 
And art thou equal to the Lord of Heaven ? 205 

What means tlie haughty Sovereign of the Skies 
(The King of Ocean thus, incensed, replies) 
Rule as he will his portioned realms on high ; 
1^0 vaflal God, nor of his train, am I. 
Three brother Deities from Saturn came, 2x0 

And ancient Rhea, Earth's immortal dame : 
Affign'd by lot, our triple rule we know; 
Infernal Pluto fways the (hades below ; 
CVcr the wide clouds, and o'er the ftarry plain. 
Ethereal Jove extends his high domain ; 215 

My court beneath the hoary waves I keep. 
And hulh the roarings of the facred deep : 
Olympus, and this earth, in common lie ; 
What claim has here the Tyrant of the Sky ? 
Far in the diflant clouds let him control, 220 

And awe the younger brothers of the pole ; 
There to his children his commands be given. 
The trembling, fervile, fecond race of Heaven. 

And muft I then (faid (he) O Sire of Floods ! 
Bear this fierce anfwer to the King of Gods ? 225 

Correal it yet, and change thy rafh intent ; 
A noble mind difdains not to repent. 
To elder brothers guardian fiends are given. 
To fcourge the wretch infulting them and Heaven* 

Great is the profit (thus the God rejoin'dj 230 
When rainiflers are bled with prudent mind : 
Warr/d by thy words, to powerful Jove I yield. 
And quit, though angry, the contended field. 

Not 
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Not but his threats with juftice I difclaim. 
The fame our honours^ and our birth the fame. 25^ 
If. yet, forgetful of his promife given 
To Hermes, Pallas, and the Queen of Heaven ; 
To favour llion, that perfidious place. 
He breaks his faith with half th' ethereal race; 
Give him toknow» unlefs the Grecian train 240 
'LsLy yon proud ftrufturcs level with the plain, 
Howe'er th' offence by other Gods be paft. 
The wrath of Neptune (hall for ever laft. 

llius fpeaking, furious from the field he ftrode. 
And plung'd into the bofom of the flood. 24; 

The Lord of Thunders from his lofty height 
Beheld, and thus befpoke the Source of Light ; 

Behold ! the God whofe liquid arms are hurl'd 
Around the globe ; whofe earthquakes rock the world ; 
Defiils at length his rebel war to wage, 250 

Seeks his own feas, and trembles at our rage ; 
Elfe had my wrath, heaven's thrones all (baking round* 
Bum'd to the bottom of the feas profound ; 
And all the Gods that round old Satuni 4 well 
Had heard the thunders to the deeps of helL 25$ 
Well was the crime and well the vengeance, fpar'dj 
£v'n power immenfe had found fuch battle hard. 
Go thou, my fon ! the txembling Greeks alarm. 
Shake my broad aegis on thy active arm ; 
fie god-like He^or thy peculiar care, 260 

Swell his' bold heart, and urge his ftieagth to war : 
Let llion conquer, tiU th^ Achai^n tr^n 
Fly to their (hips, and Hellefpont again ; 

TlieB 
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Then Greece fhall breathe from toils — The God-Tiead 

His will divine the fon of Jove obcy'd. [faid ; ' 

Not half fo fwift the failing falcon flies. 

That drives a turtle through the liquid (kies ; 

As Phoebus, Ihooting from th* Idaean brow. 

Glides down the mountain to the plain below. 

There Heftor feated by the ftream he fees, 270 

His fenfe returning with the coming breeze ; 

Again his pulfes beat, his fpirits rife ; 

Again his lov'd companions meet his eyes ; 

Jo^'e thinking of his pains, they pad away. 

To whom the God who gives the golden day : 27^ 

Why fits great Heftor from the field fo far ? 
What grief, what wound, withholds thee from the war ? 

The fainting hero, as the vifion bright 
Stood (hining o'er him, half unfeal'd his fight : 
What bleft Immortal, with commanding breath, 280 
Thus wakens He6lor from the fleep of death ? 
Has fame not told, how, while my trufty fword 
Bath'd Greece in flaughter, and her battle gor'd. 
The mighty Ajax with a deadly blow 
Had almoft funk me to the (hades below ? 285 

Ev*n yet, me thinks, the gliding ghofts I fpy. 
And heirs black horrours fwim before my eye. 

To him Apollo : Be no more difraay*d ; 
See, and be ftrong ! the Thunderer fends thee aid. 
Behold I thy Phoebus (hall his arms employ, 290 

Phoebus, propitious ftill to thee, and Troy. 
Infpire thy ^^arrionrs then with manly force. 
And to the (hips impel thy rapid horfc : 



Ev'n 
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Ev*!! I will make thy fiery conifers way. 
And drive the Grecians headlong to the fca. . 295 

Thus to bold Hedor fpoke the fon of Jove,, 
And breath'd immortal ardour from above. 
As when the pampcr'd fteed, with reins unbound. 
Breaks from his ftall, and pours along the ground ; 
With ample ftrokes he rulhcs to the flood, 300 

To bathe his fides, and cool his fiery blood ; 
His head now freed, he tofies to the Ikies ; 
His mane difhevel'd o'er his fhoulders flies : 
He fnuffs the females in the well-known plain. 
And fprings, exulting, to his fields again : 30J 

Urg*d by the voice divine, thus Heftor flew. 
Full of the God ; and all his hofls purfue. 
As when the force of men and dogs combined 
Invade the mountain-goat, or branching hind ; 
Far from the hunter's rage fecure they lie 310 

Clofe in the rock (not fated yet to die) ; 
When lo ! a lion (hoots acrofs the way ! 
They fly : at once the chacers and the prey. 
So Greece, that late in conquering troops purfued. 
And mark'd their progrefs through the ranks in blood. 
Soon as they fee the furious chief appear. 
Forget to vanquifli, and confent to fear. 
Thoas with grief obferv'd his dreadful courfe, 
Thoas, the braveft of th' ^tolian force : 
Skiird to diredl the javelin's diftant flight, 320 

And bold to combat in the flanding fight ; 
Nor more in councils fam'd for folid fenfe. 
Than winning words and heavenly eloquence. 

Qodsl 
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Gods ! what portent (he ciy'd) ihefc eyes iavades ? 

Lo ! Hcftor rifes from the Stygian (hades I 325 . 

We faw him, late, by thundering Ajax kiil'd : 

What God reftores him to the frighted field ; 

And/ not content that half of Greece lie flain. 

Fours new deftrudtion on her fons again ? 

He comes not, Jove I without thy powerful will ; 330 

Lo ! dill he lives, purfues and conquers ftiU ! 

Yet hear my counfel, and his wocft withftand : 

The Greeks' main body to the fleet command ; 

But let the few whom brifker fpirits warm. 

Stand the firft onfet, and provoke the ftonn. 33 j 

Thus point your arms ; and when fuch foes appear. 

Fierce as he is, let Hedor learn to fear. 

The warriour (poke, the liftening Greeks obey. 
Thickening their ranks, and form a deep array. 

Each Ajax, Teucer, Merion, gave command, 340 
The valiant leader of the Cretan band. 
And Mars-like Meges : thcfe the chiefs excite. 
Approach the foe, and meet the coming fight. 
Behind, unnumber'd multitudes attend. 
To fiank the navy, and the fhores defend. 345 

Full on the £ront the prefllng Trojans bear. 
And Hedor firll came towering to the war. 
Phoebus himfelf the rufhing battle led ; 
A veil of clouds involved his radiant head : 
High-held before him, Jove's enormous ihield 350 
Portentous (hone, and fhaded all the field ; 
Vulcan to Jove th' inmiortal gift confign'd. 
To fcatter bq&s, and terrify mankind. 
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The Greeks exped the (hock, the clamours rife 
From di&rent parts» and' mingle in the flties. 35^ 
Dire was the hifs of darts, by heroes flung. 
And acrows leaping from the bow-ftring fung ; 
Thefe drink the life of generous warriours (lain ; 
Thofe goiltlefs fall, and thiift for blood in vain. 
As long as Fhcsbus bore unmov'd the fhield^ 36* 
Sat daobtfiil Conqueft hovering o'er the field ; 
But when aloft he ihakes it in the ikies. 
Shouts in. their ears, and lightens in their eyes. 
Deep hojrrour feizcs every Grecian breaft. 
Their force is ,humbled, and their fear confefl. ^6^ 
So flies a herd of oxen, fcatter'd wide. 
No fwaii) to guard them, and no day to guide. 
When two f<;ll lions from the mountain come. 
And fpread tlie carnage through the ihady gloom, 
impending Phoebus pours around them fear, 379 
And Troy and HeAor thunder in the rear. 
Hegps fall on heaps ; the Daughter He^or leads ; 
Firil great Arcefilas, then Stichios, bleeds ; 
One to the bold Boeotians ever dear. 
And one Meneftheus' friend, and fam'd compeev* 375 
Medon and lafus, ^neas fped ; 
Thb fprung from Phelus, and th' Athenians led ; 
But haplefs Medon from O'ileus came ; 
Him Ajax honoured with a brother's name, 
.Though bom of lawlefs love : from home expell'd, 38a 
A baniih'd man, in Phylace he dweli'd, 
Prcfsd by the vengeance of an angry wife ; 
Troy ends, at lafl, his labours and his life. 

Mccyftes 
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Mecyftes next, Polydamas overthrew ; 

And thee, brave Clonius, great Agfenor flew. 3 8 J 

By Paris, Deiochus inglorious dies, 

Pierc'd through the Ihouldcr as he bafely flics* 

Polites' arm laid Echius on the plain ; 

Stretch'd on one heap, the vidlors fpoil the flain. 

"The Greeks difmay'd, confus'd, difperfe or fall, 390 

Some feek the trench, fome Ikulk behind the wall. 

While thefe fly trembling, others pant for breath. 

And o'er the flaughter ftalks gigantic Death, 

On rufti'd bold Hedor, gloomy as the night ; 

Forbids to plunder, animates the fight, 39 jf 

Points to the fleet : For, by the Gods, who flies. 

Who dares but linger, by this hand he dies ; 

No weeping fifter his cold eye fh?ll clofe. 

No friendly hand his funeral pyre compofe. 

Who flops to plunder at this fignal hour, 400 

The birds ftiall tear him, and the dogs devour. 

Furious he faid; the fmarting fcourge refounds; 
The couriers fly ; the fmoking chariot bounds : 
The hofts rufh on ; loud clamours fliake the' fliore ; 
The horfes thunder. Earth and Ocean roar ! 405; 

Apollo, planted at the trench's bound, 
Pufli'd at the bank ; down funk th' enormous mound : 
Roird in the ditch the heapy ruin lay ; 
A fudden road ! a long and ample way. 
O'er the dread fofie (a late-imper\'ious fpace) .410 
Now fteeds, and men, and cars, tumultuous pafs. 
The wondering crouds the downward level trod ; 
Before them flam'd the fliield, and march'd the God. 

Then 
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Then with l-is hand he fhook the mighty wall ; 
And lo I the turrets nod, the bulwarks fall. 415 

Eafy, as when alhore the infant ftands. 
And draws imagin'd houfes in the fands ; 
The fportive wanton, pleas'd with feme new play> 
Sweeps the flight works and fafhion'd domt^s away. 
Thus vanilh'd, at thy touch, the towers and walls ; 420 
The toil of thoufands in a moment falls. 

The Grecians gaze around with wild defpair. 
Confused, and weary all the Powers with prayer ; 
Exhort their men with praifes, threats, commands; 
And urge the Gods, with voices, eyes, and hands. 42 5^ 
Experienced Neftor chief pbtefls the Ikies, 
And weeps his country with a father's eyes : 

O Jove ! if ever, on his native fhore. 
One Greek enrich'd thy flirine with ofFer'd gore ; 
If e'er, in hope our country to behold, 43a 

We paid the fatteft firSJings of the fold ; 
If e'er thou fign'ft our wiihes with thy nod ; 
Perform thepromife of a gracious God! 
This day, preferve our navies from the flame. 
And fave the reliquea of the Grecian name. 45^ 

Thus pray'd the fage : th* Eternal gave confent, • 
And peals of thunder fliook the firmament : 
Prefumptuons Troy miilook th' accepting flgn. 
And catch'd new fury at the voice divine. 
As, when black tempefts mix the feas and fkies, 440 
The roaring deeps in watery mountains rife. 
Above the fides of fome tall fliip afcend. 
Its womb they deluge, and its ribs they rend : 

Thai 
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Thus Idudly roaring, and, o*er-powering all. 

Mount the thick Trojans up the Grecian wall; 445 

Legions on legions from each fide arifc : 

Thick found the keels ; the ftorm of arrows flics. 

Fierce on the (hips above, the cars below, 

Thefe wield the mace, and thofe the javelin throw. 

While thus the thunder of the battle rag'd, 450 
And labouring armies round the works engag'd ; 
Still in the tent Patroclus fat, to tend 
The good Eurypylus, his wounded friend. 
He fprinkles healing balms to anguifh kind. 
And adds difcourfe, the medicine of the mind. 455 
But when he faw^ afcending up tlie fleet, 
Viftorioas Troy ; then, ftarting from his feat. 
With bitter groans his forrows he exprcft. 
He wrings his hands, he beats his manly bread. 
Though yet thy ftate requires redrefs (he cries) 460 
Depart I muft : what horrours ftrike my eyes ! 
Charg'd with Achilles' high commands I go, 
A mournful witnefs of this fcenc of woe : 
I hafte to urge him, by his country's care. 
To rife in arms, and ftiinc again in war. 465 

Perhaps fome favouring God his foul may bend ; 
The voice is powerful of a faithful friend. 

He fpoke ; and fpcaking* fwifter than the wind 
Sprung from the tent, and left the ward behind. 
Th' embody'd Greeks the fierce attack fuftain, 470 
But flrive, though numerous, to repulfe in vain ! 
Nor could the Trojans, through that firm array. 
Force to the fleet and tents th' impervious way. 

As 



d by Google 



^Tt t I A O; fiooK XV. * ft 

As when a fliipvirright, with Palladian art. 
Smooths the rough wood, and levels every part; 47c 
With equal hand he guides his whole defign. 
By the juft rule, and the direfling line : 
The martial leaders, with like Ikill and care, 
Preferv'd their line, and equal kept the war. 
Brave deeds of arms through all the ranks were try'd. 
And every (hip fuftain'd an equal tide* 
At one proud bark, high-toWering o'er the fleet, 
Ajax the great and god- like Hedor meet; 
For one bright prize the matchlefs chiefs contend f 
Nor this the (hips can fire, nor that defend ; 48 J 
One kept the (hore, 'iiid one the veffel trod ; 
That fix'4 as Fate, this afled by a God. 
The fon of Clytius in his daring hand, 
Tlie deck" approaching, (hakes a flaming brand ; 
But pierc'd by Telemon's huge lance expires ; 490 
Thundering he falls, and drops th' extinguilh'd fires. 
Great Heftor view'd him with a fad furvey. 
As ftretch'd in duft before the ftern he lay. 
Oh I all of Trojan, all of Lyciail'race ! 
Stand to your arms, maintain this arduous fpace : 49 j 
Lo ! where the fon of royal Clytius lies ; 
Ah, fave his arms, fccure his obfequies ! • 

This, faid, his eager javelin f6ught the foe : 
But Ajax ihunn'd the meditated blow. 
Not vainly yet the forceful lance was thrown ; 50a 
It fbctch'd in duft unhappy Lycophron : 
An exile long, fuftain'd at Ajax' board » 
A faithful fervaut to a foreign lord i. 
Jlou XUX. G la 
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In peace, in war, for ever at his fide. 

Near his lov'd matter, as he liv'd, he dy*d. S^i 

From the high poop he tumbles on the fand. 

And lies a lifelefs load along the land. 

With angui(h Aj ax views the piercing fight. 

And thus inflames his brother to the fight : 

Teucex, behold! extended on the (bore ^lo 

Our friend, our lov'd companion ! now no more I 
Dear as a parent, with a parent's care 
To fight our wars, he left his native air. 
This death deplor*d, to Heftor's rage we owe ; 
Revenge, revenge it on the cruel foe. 51^ 

Where are thofe darts on which the Fates attend ? 
And where the bow, which Phoebus taught to bend ? 

Impatient Teucer, haftening to his aid. 
Before the chief his ample bow difplay'd ; ' 

The well-ftor'd quiver on his ffioulders hung : 520 
Then hifs'd his arrow, and the bow-ftring fung. 
Clytus, Pifenor's fon, renown'd in fame 
(To thee, PolydamasI an honour'd name) 
Drove through the thickeft of th' embattled plains 
The ftartling fteeds, and fhook his eager reins, 525* 
As all on glory ran his ardent mind. 
The pointod death arrells him from behind, 
'^rhrough his fair neck the thrilling arrow flies ; 
In youth's firft bloom reludantly he dies. 
Hurl'd from the lofty feat, at diftance far, jjo 

The headlong courfers fpurn his empty car ; 
Till fad Polydamas the fteeds reftrain'd. 
And gave, Aftynous, to thy careful hand ; 

Then 
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Then J fir'd to vengeance, rufh'd araidft the foe ; 
Rage edg*d hisfword, and ftrengthen'd every blow. 53^ 

Once more bold Teucer, in his country's caufe< 
At Heftor*s bread a chofen arrow draws ; 
And hgd the weapon found the deftin'd way. 
Thy fall, great Trojan ! had renown 'd that day. 
But Heftor was not doom*d to perifh then : ' 5 fo 
Th* all-wife Difpofer of the fates of men 
(Imperial Jove) his prefent death withftands; 
Nor was fuch glory due to Teucer 's hands. 
At its full llretch as the tough ftring he drew. 
Struck by an arm unfeen, it burft in two ; 545 

Down di:opp'd the bow : the fhaft with brazen head 
Fell innocent, and on the duft lay dead. 
Th' aftonifh'd archer to great Ajax cries. 
Some God prevents our deftin'd enterprize ; 
Sonje God, propitious to the Trojan foe, , 550 

Has, from my arm unfailing, ft ruck the bow. 
And brqke the nerve my hands had twin'd with art. 
Strong to impel the flight of many a dart. 

Since Heaven commands it (Ajax made reply) 
Difmifs the bow, and lay thy arrows by, ^^^ 

(Thy arms no lefs fuffice the lance to ^ield) 
And quit the quiver for the ponderous fhield ; 
In the firft ranks indulge thy thirft of fame. 
Thy brave example ihall the reft inflame. 
Fierce as they are, by long fucceflTes vain, ^60 

To force our fleet, or ev'n a fliip to gain, 
Alks toil, and fweat, and blood : their utmoft might 
Shall find its match — no more : 'tis ours to &ght. 

G 2 Then 
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Then Tcaccr laid his faithlcfs bow afidc ; 
The four-fold buckler o'er his (houlders ty'd ; 565 
On his brave head a crefted helm he plac'd. 
With nodding horfe-hair formidably grac'd ; 
A dart^ whofe point with brafs refulgent fhines. 
The warriour wields ; and his great brother joins, 
i This Hcdor faw, and thus cxprefs'd his joy : J70 
Ye troops of Lycia, Dardanus^ and Troy ! 
Be mindful of yourfelves, your ancient fame* 
And fpread your glory with the navy's flame. 
Jove is with us ; I faw his hand, but now, 
Fsom the proud archer ftrike his vaunted bow. 57 j 
Indulgent Jove I how plain thy favours Ihinc, 
When happy nations bear the marks divine I 
How cafy then, to fee the finking ftate 
Of realms accurft, deferted, reprobate ! 
Such is the fate of Greece, and fuch is ours. 580 
Behold, ye warriours, and exert your powers. 
Death is the worft ; a fate which all muft try ; 
And, for our country, 'tis a blifs to die. 
The gallant man, though (lain in fight he be. 
Yet leaves his nation fafe, his children free ; 585 
Entails a debt on all the grateful flate ; 
His own brave friends fhall glory in his fate ; 
His wife live honoured, all his race fucceed ; 
And late pofterity enjoy the deed ! 

This rouz'd the foul in every Trojan breaft. 59a 
The god-like Ajax next his Gredcs addreft : 

How long, ye warriours of the Argive race 
(To generous Argos what a dire difgrace 1} 
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How long, on thcfe curs'd confines will ye lie. 
Yet undetennin'd, or to live, or die I 595 

What hopes remain, what methods to retire. 
If once your veflels catch the Trojan fire ? 
Mark how the flames approach, how near they fall. 
How Hedtor calls, and Troy obeys his call ! 
Not to the dance that dreadful voice invites, 600 

It calls ta death, and all the rage of fights. 
'Tis now no time for wifdom or debates ; 
To your own hands arc trufted all your fates ; 
And better far, in one decifive ftrife, 
One day fliould end our labour, or our life ; 6oj 

Than keep this hard-got inch of barren fands. 
Still prefs'd, and prefs*d by fuch inglorious hands. 

The liftening Grecians feel their leader's flame. 
And every kindling bofom pants for fame. 
Then mutual flaughters fpread on either fide ; 610 
By Hedor here the Phocian Schedius dy*d ; 
There, pierc'd by Ajax, funk Laodamas, 
Chief of the foot, of old Antenor's race. 
Polydamas laid Otus on the fand. 
The fierce commander of th' Epian band. 61 j 

His lance bold Meges at the viftor threw ; 
The vidlor, ftooping, from the death withdrew, 
(That valued life, O Phoebus, was thy care) ; 
But Croefmus' bofom took the flying fpear : 
His corpfe fell bleeding on the flippery fhore ; 6zo 
His radiant arms triumphant Meges bore. 
Dolops, the fon of Lampus, ruflies on. 
Sprung from the race of old Laomedon, 
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And fam'd for prowcfs in a well-fought field ; 

He pierc'd the centre of his founding (hield : 625 

But Meges Phyleus' ample breaft-plate wore 

(Well-known in fight on Sellcs* winding fhore ; 

For king Euphetes gave the golden mail, 

Compaft, and firm with many a jointed fcale) ; 

Which oft, in cities ftorm'd, and battles won, 63a 

Had fav'd the father, and now faves the fon. 

Full at the Trojan's head he urg'd his lance. 

Where the high plumes above the helmet dance. 

New ting*d with Tyrian dye : in duft below. 

Shorn from the creft, the purple honours glow. 6^$ 

Meantime their fight the Spartan king furvey'd. 

And ftood by Megcs* fide, a fudden aid. 

Through Dolops' (houlder urg'd his forceful dart. 

Which held its paffage through the panting heart. 

And iffued at his breaft. With thundering found 640 

The warriour falls, extended on the ground. 

In rufh the conquering Greeks to fpoil the (lain : 

But Hcftor's voice excites his kindred train ; 

The hero moft, from Hicetaon fprung. 

Fierce Melanippus, gallant, brave, and young. 64^ 

He (ere to Troy the Grecians crofs'd the main) 

Fed his large oxen on Percote's plain ; 

But when, opprefs'd, his country claim'd his care. 

Returned to Ilion, and excell'd in war ; 

For this, in Priam's court, he held his place, 650 

Belov'd no lefs than Priam's royal race. 

Him Heftor fingled, as his troops he led. 

And thus infiam^d him, pointing to the dead : 
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Lo, Melanippus ! lo where Dolops lies ; 
And is it thus our royal kinfman dies; 6^^ 

O'ermatch'd he falls ; to two at once a prey. 
And lo ! they bear the bloody arms away ! 
Come on — a diftant war no longer wage. 
But hand to hand thy country's foes engage : 
Till Greece at once, and all her glory end ; 660 

Or I lion from her towery height dcfcend, 
Heav*d from the loweft ftone ; and bury all 
In one fad fepulchre, one common fall. 

Hedlor (this faid) rulh'd forward on the foes : 
With equal ardour Melanippus glows : 66^ 

Then Ajax thus — Oh Greeks ! refpeft your fame, 
Refped yourfelvcs, and learn an honeft fliame : 
Let mutual reverence mutual warmth infpire. 
And catch from bread to brcaft the noble fire* 
On valour's fide the odds of combat lie, 670 

The brave live glorious, or lamented die ; 
The wretch that trembles in the field of fame. 
Meets death, and worfe than death, eternal fliame* 

His generous fenfe he not in vain imparts ; 
It funk, and rooted in. the Grecian hearts ; 675 

They join, they throng, they thicken at his call^ 
And flank the navy with a brazen wall ; 
Shields touching fliields, in order blaze above> * 
And flop the Trojans, though impell'd by Jove. 
The fiery Spartan firft, with loud applaufe, 6S0 

Warms the bold fon of Neftor in his caufe : 
Is there (he faid) in arms a youth like you. 
So ftrong to fight, fo adive to purfue ? 

G 4 ' Wliy 



d by Google 



SI P O P E * S H O M E R. 

Why ftand you diftant, nor attempt a deed I 

Lift the bold lance, and makefome Trojan bleed. 6Sg 

He fi^id ; and backward to the lines letir'd ; 
Forth rufti'd the youth, with martial fury fir'd. 
Beyond the foremoil ranks ; his lance he threw. 
And round the black battalions caft his view. 
The troops of Troy recede with fudden fear, 690 
While the fwift javelin hifs'd along in air. 
Advancing Mclanippus met the dart 
With his bold breaft, and felt it in his heart i 
Thundering he falls ; his falling arms refound. 
And his broad buckler rings againft the ground. 695 
The viftor leaps upon his proflrate prize : 
Thus on a roe the well-breath'd beagle flies. 
And rends his fide, fre(h-bleeding with the dart 
The diftant hunter fent into his heart. 
•Obferving Heftor to the refcue flew ; 700 

Bold as he was, Antilochus withdrew. 
So when a favage, ranging o'er the plain. 
Has torn the fliepherd's dog, or fliepherd fwain ; 
While, confcious of the deed, he glares around> 
And hears the gathering multitude refound, 70^ 

Timely he flies the yet-untafted food. 
And gains the friendly fhelter of the wood. 
So fears the youth ; all Troy with fhouts purfue. 
While ftones and darts in mingled tempells flew ; 
But, entered in the Grecian ranks, he turns 710 

His manly bread, and with new fury bums. 

Now on the fleet the tides of Trojans drove. 
Fierce to fulfil the ftern decrees of Jove : 
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The Sire of Gods, confirming Thetis' prayer. 
The Grecian ardour quench'd in deep defpair ; 71 j 
But lifts to glory Troy's prevailing bands. 
Swells all their hearts, and ftrengthens all their hands. 
On Ida's top he waits with longing eyes. 
To view the navy blazing to the flcies ; 
Then, nor till then, the fcale of war fhall turn. 720 
The Trojans fly, and conquered Ilion bum. 
Thefe ^tes revolv'd in his almighty mind. 
He raifes HeAor to the work defign'd. 
Bids him with more than mortal fury glow. 
And drives him, like a lightning, on the foe, 72^ 
So Mars, when human crimes for vengeance call. 
Shakes his huge javelin, and whole armies falU 
Not with more rage a conflagration rolls. 
Wraps the vaft mountains, and involves the poles. 
He foams with wrath ; beneath his gloomy brow 730 
Xrike fiery meteors his red eye-balls glow : 
The radiant helmet on his temples bums. 
Waves when he nods, and lightens as he turns : 
For Jove his fplendour round the chief had thxown. 
And cafl the blaze of both the hofts on one. 755 

Unhappy glories ! for his fate was near. 
Due to ftem Pallas, and Pelides' fpear : 
Yet Jove deferred the death he was to pay. 
And gave what Fate allow'd, the honours of a day ! 

Now, all on fire for fame his breaft, his eyes 740 
Bum at each foe, and f.ngle every prize ; 
Still at the clofeft ranks, the thickefl fight. 
He points his .ardour, and exerts his might* 

Th€ 
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The Grecian phalanx roovelefs as a tower 

On all fides batter'd, yet refifts his power : 745 

So fome tall rock o'erhangs the hoary main. 

By winds aflail'd, by billows beat in vain ; 

Unmov'd it hears, above, the tcmpeft blow. 

And feen the watery mountams break below. 

Girt in furrounding flames, he fecms to fall, 75;© 

Like nre from Jove, and burfts upon them all : 

Burfts as a wave that from the clouds impends. 

And fweird with terapefts on the Ihip dcfcends ; 

White arc the decks with foam ; th» winds aloud 

Howl o'er the mails, and fing through every (hroud : 

Pale, trembling, tir'd, the failors freeze with fears ; 

And inftant death on every wave appears. 

So pale the Greejts the eyes of HeAor meet. 

The chief fo thunders, and fo (hakes the fleet. 

As when a lion rufhing from his den, 760 

Amidft the plain of fome wide- water' J fen 
(Where numerous oxen, as at cafe they feed> 
At large expatiate o'er the ranker mead ;) 
Leaps on the herds beiore the hcrdf man's eyes : 
The trembling herdfman far to diftance flies : 765 
Some lordly bull (the reft difpers'd and fled) 
He Angles out; arrells, and lays him dead. 
Thus from the rage of Jove-like Hedor flew 
All Greece in heaps; but one he feiz'd, and flew : 
Mycenian Periphes, a mighty name, 770 

In wifdom great, in arms well known to fame ; 
The minifter of ftern Euryftheus' ire, 
Againft Alcides, Corpreus was his fire : 

The 
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The fon redeem'd the honours of the race> 

A fon as generous as the fire was bafe ; ^jj^ 

O'er all his country's youth confpicuous far 

In every virtue, or of peace or war : 

But doom'd to Heftor's ftronger force to yield I 

Againft the margin of his ample fhield 

He (Irnck his hafty foot; his heels up fprung; 780 

Supine he fell ; his brazen helmet rung. 

On the fairn chief th' invading Trojan preft. 

And plung'd the pointed javelin in his breaft. 

His circling friends, who ftrove to guard too late 

Th' unhappy hero, fled, or fhar'd his fate. 785 

Chac'd from the foremoft line, the Grecian train 
Now man the next, receding tow'rd the main : 
Wedg*d in one body at the tents they ftand, 
Wall'd round with fterns, a gloomy defperate band. 
Now manly (hame forbids th' inglorious flight ; 790 
Now fear itfelf confines them to the fight ; 
Man courage breathes in man ; but Neftor moft 
(The fage preferver of the Grecian hoft) 
Exhorts, adjures, to guard thefe utmoft fhores ; 
And by their parents, by themfelves, implores. 795; 

O friends ! be men : your generous breads inflame 
With equal honour, and with mutual ihame ? 
Think of your hopes, your fortunes ; all the care 
Your wives, your infants, and your parents, fhare : . 
Think of each living father's reverend head : 800 
Tliink of each anceftor with glory dead ; . 
Abfent, by me they fpeak, by me theyTue ; 
They alk their fafety, and their fame, froip you : 1 
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The Gods their fates on this one aftion lay. 

And all are loft» if you defert the day. S05 

He fpoke, and round him breath'd heroic files ; 
Minerva feconds what the fage infpires. 
The mift of darknefs Jove around them threw 
She clear 'd, reftoring all the war to view ; 
A fudden ray (hot beaming o'er the plain, 8x0 

And fhew'd the fhores, the navy, and the main : 
He^or they faw, and all who fly, or fight. 
The fcene wide-opening to the blaze of light. 
Firft of the field great Ajax ftrikes their eyes, 
(lis port majeftic, and his ample fize: Si 5 

A. ponderous mace with ftuds of iron crown'd. 
Full twenty cubits long, he fwings around ; 
Nor fights, like others, fix'd to certain (lands. 
But looks a moving tower above the bands ; 
High on the decks, with vaft gigantic ftride, 820 
The god-like hero ftalks from fide to fide. 
So when a horfeman from the watery mead 
(Skiird in the manage of the bounding fteed) 
Drives four fair courfers, pradis'd to obey. 
To fome great city through the public way ; 825 

Safe in his art, as fide by fide they run. 
He (hifts his feat, and vaults from one to one ; 
And now to this, and now to that he fiies ; 
Admiring numbers follow with their eyes. 
. From (hip to fhip thus Ajax fwiftly (lew, 830 
No lefs the wonder of the warring crew. 
As furious Hedtor thunder'd threats aloud. 
And ra(h'd enr^g'd befo'fe the Trojan croud : 

Then 
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Then fwift invades the ihips, whofc beaky prorcs 
Lay rank'd contiguous <mi the bending (hores : 83^ 
So the ftrong eagle from his airy height. 
Who marks the fwans* or cranes* embody 'd flight. 
Stoops down impetuous, while they light for food, 
Aftd, ftocping, darkens with his wings the flood. • 
Jove leads him on with his almighty hand, 840 

And breathes fierce fpirits in his following band. 
The warring nations meet, the battle roars. 
Thick beats the combat on the founding prores« 
Thou wouldH have thought, fo furious was their fire, • 
No force could tame them, and no toil could tire ; 84^5 ^ 
As if new vigour from new fights they won. 
And the loo^ battle was but then begun. 
Greece yet unconquerM, kept alive the war. 
Secure of death, confiding in defpatr ; 
Troy in proud hopes, already view'd the main 850 
Bright with the blaze, and red with heroes ilain 1 
Like flrength is felt from hope and from defpair^ 
And each contends, as hi^ v/ere all the war. 

*Twas thou, bold Hedor ! whofe refiftlefs hand 
Fitft feiz'd a (hip on that contefted flrand ; 85$- 

The fame which dead Protefilaus bore. 
The firft tfeat touch'd th* unhappy Trojan fliorc : 
For this in arms the warring nations flood. 
And bath'd their generous breafts with mutual blood. ^ 
No room to poize the lance or bend the bow ; 860 
But hand Xo hand, and man to man, they grow : . . 
Wounded they wound ; and feek each other's hearts 
Widi falcjiions,. akcs^ fwords, and (kortea'd dsbrts.. 
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The falchions ring, fliiclds rattle, axes found. 
Swords flafli in air, or glitter on the ground ; 865 
With ftreaming blood the flippery fhores arc dy*d. 
And flaughter'd heroes fwell the dreadful tide. 

Still raging Heftor with his ample hand 
Grafps the higkftern, and gives this loud command : 

Hafte, bring the flames ! the toil of ten long years 870 
Is finiih'd ! and the day defir'd appears ! 
This happy day with acclamations greet. 
Bright with deftru6tion of yon hoftile fleet. 
The coward counfels of a timorous throng 
df reverend dotards, check'd our glory long : 875 
Too long Jove lull'd us with lethargic charms. 
But now in peals of thunder calls to arms : 
In this great day he crowns our full defires. 
Wakes all our force, and feconds all our fires. 

He fpoke — the warriours, at his fierce command, 880 
Pour a new deluge on the Grecian band. 
Ev'n Ajax paus'd (fo thick the javelins fly) 
Stepped back, and doubted or to live, or die. 
Yet where the oars are plac'd, he fl:ands to wait 
What chief approaching dares attempt his fate: 885 
Ev'n to the laft> his naval charge defends. 
Now (hakes his fpear, now lifts, and now protends ; 
Ev'n yet, the Greeks with piercing (houts infpires, 
Amidft attacks, and deaths, and darts, and fires. 

O friends ! O heroes ! names for ever dear, 890 
Once fons of Mars, and thunderbolts of war ! 
Ah! yet be mindful -of your old renown. 
Your great forefathers' virtues and your own. 
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What aids expcdl you in this utmoft ftrait ? 
What bulwarks rifing between you and fate ? 89^ 

!No aids, no bulwarks, your retreat attend ; 
!No friends to help, no city to defend. 
This fpot is all you have, to lofe or keep ; 
There ftand the Trojans, and here rolls the deep. 
*Tis hoftile ground you tread ; your native lands 900 
Far, far from hence : your fates are in your hands. 
Raging he fpoke ; nor farther waftes his breath, 
Eut turns his javelin to the work of death. 
Whatever bold Trojan arm'd his daring hands, 
Againft the fable Ihips, with flaming brands, 90^ 
So well the chief his naval weapon fped. 
The luckiefs warriour at his ftern lay dead ; 
Full twelve, the boldeft, in a moment fell. 
Sent by great Ajax to the (hades of hell. 
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ARGUMENT. 



The fixth Battle : the Afts and Death of Patroclus. 

PATROCLUS (in purfuance of the requeft of Neftor 
in the eleventh book) entreats Achilles to fuffer him 
to go to the affiftance of the Greeks with Achilles' 
troops and armour. He agrees to it ; but at the 
fame time charges him to content himfelf with ref- 
cuing the fleet, without farther purfuit of the ene- 
my. The armour, horfes, foldiers, and officers of 
Achilles are defcribed. Achilles offers a libation 
for the fuccefs of his friend, after which Patroclus 
leads the Myrmidons to battle. The Trojans, at 
the fight of Patroclus in Achilles's armour, taking 
him for that hero, arc caft into the utmoft conUer- 
nation : he beats them oflF from the veflels. Hec- 
tor himfelf flies. Sarpedon is killed, though Jupi- 
ter was averfe to his fate. Several other particulars 
of the battle are defcribed ; in the heat of which, 
Patroclus, neglecting the orders of Achilles, pur- 
fues the foe to the walls of Troy ; where Apollo 
repulfes and difarms him, Euphorbus wounds him,^ 
and Hedor kills him : which coacludes the book. 
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SO warr'd both armies on tli* enfanguin'd fliore. 
While the black veffels fmok^d with human gore. 
Meantime Patroclus to Achilles flies ; 
The dreaming tears fall copious from his eyes ; 
Not fafter trickling to the plains below, ^ 

From the tall rock the fable waters flow. 
Divine Pelides, with compaffion mov'd. 
Thus fpoke, indulgent to his beft-belov*d : 

Patroclus, fay, what grief thy bofom bears. 
That flows fo fail in thefe unmanly tears ? ip 

No girl, no infant, whom the mother keeps 
From her lov'd breaft, with fonder paffion weeps ; 
Not more the mother's foul that infant warms. 
Clung to her knees, and reaching at her, arms. 
Than thou haft mine ! Oh tell me, to what end . 1 5 
Thy melting forrows thus purfue thy friend ? 

Griev'ft thou for me, or for my martial band ? 
Or come fad tidings from our native land ? 
Our fathers live (our firft, moft tender care) 
Thy good Menoetius breathes the vital air, 20 

And hoary Peleus yet extends his days ; 
Pleas'd in their age to hear their childrens* pralfe. 
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Or may fomc meaner caufc thy pity claim ! 
Perhaps yon reliques of the Grecian name, 
Doom'd in their (hips to fink by fire and fword, 2 f 
And pay the forfeit of their haughty lord ? 
Whatever the caufe, reveal thy fecret care. 
And fpeak thofe forrows which a friend would ftiare. 

A figh, that inftant, from his bofom broke. 
Another follow'd, and Patroclus fpoke : 30 

Let Greece at length with pity touch thy breaft, 
Thyfelf a Greek; and, once, of Greeks the befti 
Lo ! every chief that might her fate prevent. 
Lies pierc'd with wounds, and bleeding in his tent. 
Eurypylus, Tydides, Atreus' fon 35 

And wife Ulyfles, at the navy groan. 
More for their country's wounds than for their own. 
Their pain, foft arts of pharmacy can eafe. 
Thy breaft alone no lenitives appeafe. 

May never rage like thine my foul enflave, 40 
O great in vain ! unprofitably brave ! 
Thy country flighted in her laft diftrels. 
What friend, what man, from thee (hall hope redrefs? 
No— men unborn, and ages yet behind. 
Shall curie that fierce, tl;at unforgiving mind. 45 

O man unpitying ! if of man thy race ; 
But fure thou fpring'ft not from a foft embrace. 
Nor ever amorous hero caus'd thy birth, • 
Nor ever tender Goddefs brought thee forth. 
Some rugged rock's hard entrails gave thee form, 50 
And raging feas produc'd thee in a flonii, 
A foul well-fuiting that tempefluous kind. 
So rough thy manners, fo untam'd thy mind, 
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If fome dire oracle thy breaft alarm. 
If aught from Jove^ or Thetis, flop thy arm, 55 

Some beam of comfort yet on Greece may fliine. 
If I but lead the Myrmidonian line : 
Clad in thy dreadful arms if I appear. 
Proud Troy fhall tremble, and defert the war : 
Without thy perfon Greece fhall win the day, 60 

And thy mere image chace her foes away. 
Prefs'd by frefh forces, her o'erlabour'd train 
Shall quit the fhips, and preece refpire again. 

Thus, blind to Fate ! with fupplicating breath. 
Thou begg'fl his arms, and in his arms thy death. 65 
Unfortunately good ! a boding figh 
Thy friend returned ; and with it, this reply ; 

Patroclus ! thy Achilles knows no fears ; 
Nor words from Jove, nor oracles, he hears ; 
Nor aught a mother's caution can fuggefl ; 70 

The tyrant's pride lies rooted in my breaft. 
My wrongs, my wrongs, my conftant thought engage, 
Thofe, my fole oracles, infpire my rage : 
I made him tyrant : gave hin> power to wrong 
Ev'n me : I felt it ; and fhall feel it long. 75 

The maid, my black-ey'd maid, he forc*d away, 
Dpe to the toils of many a well-fought day ; 
Due to my conquefl of her father's reign ; 
Due to the votes of all the Grecian train. 
From me he forced her; me, the bold and brave ; So 
Difgrac'd, difhonour'd, like the meanell flave. 
But bear we this — the wrongs I grieve are paft j 
'Tis time our fury fliould relent at laft ; 
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I fix'd Its date ; the day I wifh'd appears r 

Now Hedlor to my ftiips his battle bears. 

The flames my eyes, the ihoats invade my ears. 

Go, then, Patrocliis ! court fair honour's charms 

In Troy's fara'd fields, and in Achilles' arms : 

Lead forth my martial Myrmidons to fight. 

Go, fave the fleets, and conquer in my right, 90 

See the thin reliques of their bafiled band. 

At the laft edge of yon deferted land ! 

Behold all Ilion on their (hips defcends ; 

How the cloud blackens, how the ftorm impends ! 

It was not thus, when, at my fight amaz'd, 95 

Troy faw and trembled, as this helmet blaz'd : 

Had not th' injurious king our friendlhip loft. 

Yon ample trench had bury'd half her hoft. 

No camps, no bulwarks, now the Trojans fear ; 

Thofe are not dreadful, no Achilles there : 100 

No longer flames the lance of Tydeus' fon ; 

No more your general calls his heroes on ; 

Heftor alone I hear ; his dreadful breath 

Commands your flaughter, or proclaims your death. 

Yet now, Patroclus, iflue to the plain : 105 7 

Now fave the (hips, the rifing fires reftrain, > 

And give the Greeks to vifit Greece again. 3 

But heed my words, and mark a friend's command. 

Who trufls his fame and honours in thy hand. 

And from thy deeds expefts, th' Achaian hoft 110 

Shall render back the beauteous maid he loft*. 

Rage uncontrol'd through all the hoftile crew. 

But touch not Heaor, Hedor is my due. 

Though 
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Though Jove iti thunder fhould command the war ; 
Be. ju^, confult my glory, and forbear : n^ 

The fleet once fav*d, defift from farther chace. 
Nor lead to Ilion's walls the Grecian race ; 
Some adverfe God thy rafhnefs may deftroy ; 
Some God, like Phoebus, ever kind to Troy. 
Let Greece, redeemed from this deftruftive ftrait, 120 
Do her own work ; and leave the reft to Fate. 
Oh ! would to all th' immortal Powers above, 
Apollo, Pallas, and almighty Jove, 
That not one Trojan might be left alive. 
And not a Greek of all the race furvive ; 12^ 

Might only we the vaft deftruftion (hun. 
And only we deftroy th* accurfed town ! 

Such conference held the chiefs ; while on the ftrand 
Great Jove with conqueft crown'd the Trojan band. 
Ajax no more the founding ftorm fuftain'd, 1 30 

So thick the darts an iron tempeft rain'd : 
On his tir'd arm the weighty buckler hung ; 
His hollow helm with falling javelins rung ; 
His breath, in quick, ftiort pantings, comes and goes ; 
And painful fweat from all his members flows. 13 j 
Spent and o'erpower'd, he barely breathes at moft; 
Yet fcarce an army ftirs him from his poft : 
Dangers on dangers all around him grow. 
And toil to toil, and woe facceeds to woe. 

' Say, Mufes, thron'd above the ftarry frame, 140 
How firft the navy blaz'd with Trojan flame ? 

Stern Heftor wav'd his fword : and ftanding near 
Where furious Aja^ ply'd his aftien fpear, 

H 4 Full 
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Full on the lance a ftroke fo juftly fped. 
That the broad falchion lopp'd its brazen head : 14 j 
His pointlefs fpear the warriour Ihakes in vain; 
The brazen head falls founding on the plain. 
Great Ajax faw, and own'd the hand divine, 
Confeffing Jove, and trembling at the fign ; 
Warn'd, he retreats. Then fwift from all fides ppw 
The hiffing brands ; thick ftreams the fiery fhower j 
O'er the high ftern the curling volumes rife. 
And fheets of rolling fmoke involve the Ikies. 

Divine Achilles view'd the rifing flames. 
And fmote his thigh, and thus aloud exclaims : 1 55 
Arm, arm, Patroclus ! Lo, the blaze afpires I 
The glowing ocean reddens with the fires. 
Arm, ere our veifels catch the fprcading flame ; 
Arm, ere the Grecians be no more a name ; 
I hafte to bring the troops— the hero faid; t6o 

The friend with ardour and with joy obey'd. 

He cas'd his limbs in brafs ; and firft around 
His manly legs with filver buckles bound 
The clafping greaves ; then to his breaft applies 
The flamy cuirafs, of a thoufand dyes ; 1 65 

Emblaz'd with ftuds of gold his falchion Ihone 
In the rich belt, as in a Harry zone : 
Achilles' fhield his ample fhoulders fpread, 
Achilles' helmet ^pdded o'er his head : 
Adorn'd in all his terrible array, 170 

He flafti'd around intolerable day. 
Alone, untouch'd, Pelides' javelin (lands. 
Not to be pois'd but by Pelides' hands ; 

From 
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From Pelion's fhady brow the plant entire 
Old Chiron rent, and (hap'd it for his fire; 17 j 

Whofe fon's great arm alone the weapon wields. 
The death of. heroes, and the dread of fields. 

Then brave Automedon (an honour'd name. 
The fecond to his lord in love and fame. 
In peace his friend, and partner of the war) 1 8a 

The winged courfers harnefs'd to the car ; 

Xanthus and Balius, of immortal breed. 
Sprung from the wind, and like the wind in /peed ; 
Whom the wing'd Harpy, fwift Podarge, bore. 
By ^ephyr pregnant on the breezy fhore : i8j^ 

Swift Pedafus was added to their fide 
(Once great Action's, now Achilles' pride) 
Who, like in ftrength, in fwiftnefs, and in grace, 
A mortal courfer, matched th' immortal race. 

Achilles fpeeds from tent to tent, and warms 190 
His hardy Myrmidons to blood and arms. 
All breathing death, around their chief they Hand, 
A grim terrific formidable band : 
Grim as voracious wolves, that feek the fprings 
When fcalding thirft their burning bowels wrings ; 19^ 
When fome tall ftag, frefti-flaughter'd in the wood. 
Has drench'd their wide infatiate throats with blood. 
To the black fount they ru(h, a hideous throng. 
With paunch diftendcd, and with lolling tongue. 
Fire fills their eye, their black jaws belch the gore, 200 
And, gorg'd with flaughter, ilill they thirft for more. 
Like furious rulh'd the Myrmidonian crew. 
Such their dread ftrength, and fuch their deathful view. 

High 
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High in the midft the great Achilles (lands, 
Direds their order, and the war commands. 26^ 

He, lov'd of Jove, had launched from Ilion's fliores 
Full fifty veflels, mann'd with fifty oars : 
Five chofen leaders the fierce bands obey, 
Hirafelf fupreme in valour, as in fway, 

Firft march'd Meneftheus, of celeftial birth, 210 
Deriv'd from thee, whofe waters wa(h the earth. 
Divine Spirchius ! Jove-defcending flood ! 
A mortal mother mixing with a God. 
Such was Meneftheus, but mifcaird by fame 
The fon of Borus, that efpous'd the dame. 2 1 5 

Eudorus next ; whom Polymele the gay, 
Fam'd in the graceful dance, produced to day. 
Her, ily Cellenius lov'd, on her would gaze. 
As with fwift ftep flie form'd the running maze : 
To her high chamber, from Diana's quire, 220 

The God purfued her, urg'd, and crown'd his fire. 
The fon confefs'd his father's heavenly race. 
And heir'd his mother's fwiftnefs in the chace. 
Strong Echecleus, bleft in all thofe charms 
That pleas'd a God, fucceeded to her arms ; 225 

Not confcious of thofe loves, long hid from fame. 
With gifts of price he fought and won the dame ; 
Her fecret offspring to her fire Ihe bare ; 
Her fire carefs'd him with a parent's care. • 

Pifander follow'd ; matchlefs in his art 230 

To wing the fpear, or aim the diftant dart ; 
No hand fo fure of all th' Emathian line. 
Or if a furer, great Patroclus ! iliine. 

The 
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The fourth by Phcenix' grave command was grac'd ; 

Laerces' valiant offspring led the laft. 235 

Soon as Achilles with fuperior care 
Had caird the chiefs, and order'd all the war. 
This ftern remembrance to his troops he gave : 
Ye far-fam'd Myrmidons, ye fierce and brave! 
Think with what threats you dar'd the Trojan throng. 
Think what reproach thefe ears endur'd fo long, 
** Stem fon of Peleus !" (thus ye us'd to fay. 
While, reftlefs, raging, in your Ihips you lay) 
*• Oh nurs'd with gall, unknowing how to yield ; 
*' Whofe rage defrauds us of fo fam'd a field ; 24^ 
** If that dire fury muft for ever bum, 
*• What make we here? Return; ye chiefs, return!" 
Such were you rwords—Now,warriours, grieve no more. 
Lo there the Trojans ! bathe your fwords in gore ! 
This day (hall give you all your foul demands ; 250 
Glut all your hearts ! and weary all your hands ! 
Thus while he rous'd the fire in every breaft, 
Clofe, and more clofe, the liftening cohorts preft ; 
Ranks wedg'd in ranks ; of arms a fteely ring 
Still grows, and fpreads, and thickens round the king. 
As when a circling wall the builder forms. 
Of ftrength defenfive againft wind and ftorms, 
Compadled ftones the thickening work compofe. 
And round him wide the rifing ftrufture grows : 
So helm to helm, and creft to creft they throng, 260 
Shield urg'd on (hield, and man drove man along ; 
Thick, undiftinguifh'd plumes, together join'd. 
Float in one fea, and wave before the wind. 

Far 
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Far o'er the reft, in glittering pomp appear 
There bold Automedon, Patroclus here j 2.6^ 

Brothers in arms, with equal fury fir'd ; 
Two friends, two bodies with one foul infpir'd. 

But, mindful of the Gods, Achilles went 
To the rich coffer in his Ihady tent : ^ 
There lay on heaps his various garments roll'd, 270 
And cofUy furs, and carpets ftiff with gold 
(The prefents of the filver-footed dame). 
From thence he took a bowl, of antique frame. 
Which never man had ftain'd witli ruddy wine, 
Npr rais'd in offerings to the Powers divine, 275. 

But Peleus' fon ; and Peleus* fon.to none 
Had rais'd in offerings, but to Jove alone. 
This ting'd with fulphur, facred firft to flame. 
He purg'd ; and wafti'd it in the running ftream. 
Then cleans'd his hands ; and, fixing for a fpacc 280 
His eyes on heaven, his feet upon the place 
Of facrifice, the purple draught he pour*d. 
Forth in the midft ; and thus the God implor*d : 

O thoij Supreme ! high-thron'd all height above ! 
Oh great Pelafgic, Dodonaean Jove ! 285 

Who 'midft furrounding frofts, ^nd vapours chill, 
Preftd'ft on bleak Dodona's vocal hil} 
(Whofe groves^ the Selli, race auftere ! furround. 
Their feet unwalh'd, their flumbers on the ground ; 
Who hear, from ruftling oaks, thy dark decrees ; 290 
And catch the fates, low-whifper'd in the breeze :j 
Hear, as of old 1 Thou gav'ft, at Thetis' prayer. 
Glory to me, and to the Greeks defpair* 

Lo, 
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L.0, to the dangers of the fighting field 
The beft, the deaicft of my friends, I yield ; 29 J 

Though ftill determined, to my Ihips confin'd ; 
Patroclus gone, I ftay but half behind • 
Oh I be his guard thy providential care. 
Confirm his heart, and firing his arm to war : 
Prefs'd by his fiiigle force, let Heftor fee 300 

His fame in arms not owing all to me. 
But when the fleets are fav'd from foes and fire. 
Let him with conqueft and renown retire ; 
Preferve his arms, prefcrve his focial train. 
And fafe return him to thefe eyes again ; 30^^ 

Great Jove confents to half the chief's requcfl. 
But Heaven's eternal doom denies the refl ; 
To free the fleet, was granted to his prayer ; 
His fafe return, the winds difpers'd in air. 
Back to his tent the ftern Achilles flies, 310 

And waits the combat with impatient eyes. 

Meanwhile th6 troops beneath Patroclus' care 
Invkde the Trojans, and commence the war. 
As wafps, provok'd by children in their play. 
Pour froni their manfions by the broad highway, 315 
In fwarms the guiltlefs traveller engage. 
Whet all their flings, and call forth all their rage : 
All rife in arms, and with a general cry 
AfTert their waxen domes, and buzzing progeny. 
Thus from the tents the fervent legion fwarms, 320 
So loud their clamour, and fo keen their arms j 
Their rifing ragfe Patroclus' breath infpires. 
Who thus inflames them with heroic fires: 

Oh 
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Oh warriours, partners of Achilles' praife ! 
Be mindful of your deeds in ancient days : 32 j 

Your god-like mailer let your afts proclaim. 
And add new glories to his mighty name. 
Think, your Achilles fees you fight : be brave. 
And humble the proud monarch whom you fave. 

Joyful they heard, and, kindling as he fpoke, ss^ 
Flew to the fleet, involved in fire and fmoke. 
From fhore to fhore the doubling Ihouts refound. 
The hollow (hips return a deeper found. 
The war Hood ftill, and all around them gaz'd. 
When great Achilles' (hining armour blaz'd : ^S5 
Troy faw, and thought the dread Achilles nigh ; 
At once they fee, they tremble, and they fly. 

Then firft thy fpear, divine Patroclus I flew. 
Where the war rag*d, and where the tumult grew. 
Clofe to the ftern of that fam'd Ihip, which bore 340 
Unbleft Protefilaus to Ilion's Ihore, 
The great Paeonian, bold Pyraechmes, flood 
(Who led his bands from Axius' winding flood) ; 
His flioulder-blade receives the fatal wound 5 
The groaning warriour pants upon the ground. 34^^ 
His troops, that fee their country's glory flain. 
Fly diverfe, fcatter'd o'er the diftant plain. 
Patroclus' arm forbids the fpreading fires. 
And from the half-burn'd Ihip proud Troy retires : 
Clear'd from the fmoke the joyful navy lies : 350 
In heaps on heaps the foe tumultuous flies ; 
Triumphant Greece her refcued decks afcends. 
And loud acclaim the ftarry region rends. 

So* 
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So, when thick clouds inwrap the mountain's head. 
O'er heaven's expanfe like one black cieling fpread. 
Sudden the Thunderer, with a flafhing ray, 
Burfts through the darknefs, and lets down the day : 
The hills (hine out, the rocks in profped rife. 
And ftreams, and vales, and forefts, ftrike the eyes ; 
The fmiling fcene wide opens to the fight, 360 

And all th' unmeafur'd aether flames with light. 

But Troy repuls'd, and fcatter'd o'er the plains, 
Forc'd from the navy, yet the fight maintains. 
Now every Greek fome hoftile hero flew. 
But ftill the foremoft bold Patroclus flew ; 365 

As Arielycus had turn'd him round. 
Sharp in his thigh he felt the piercing wound ; 
The brazen-pointf d fpear, with vigour thrown. 
The thigh transfix'd, and broke the brittle bone : 
Headlong he fell. Next, Thoas, was thy chance, 370 
Thy breall, unaxm'd, received the Spartan lance. 
Phylides' dart (as Amphiclus drew nigh) 
His blow prevented, and tranfpierc'd his thigh. 
Tore all the brawn, and rent the nerves away ; 
In darknefs and in death the warriour lay. 37 j; 

In equal arms two fons of Neftor ftand. 
And two bold brothers of the Lycian.band : 
By great Antilochus, Atymnius dies, 
Pierc'd in the flank, lamented youth I he lies. 
Kind Maris, bleeding in his brother's wound, 380 
Defends the breathlefs carcafe on the ground i. 
Furious he flies, his murderer to engage ; 
But God-like Thrafixned prevents his rage> 

Between 
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Between his arm and (boulder aims a blow ; 
His arm falls fpouting on the duft below : 38^ 

He finks, with endlefs darknefs cover'd o'er ; 
And vents his foul, effus'd with gufhing gore. 

Slain by two brothers, thus two brothers bleed, 
Sarpedon's friends, Amifodarus' feed; 
Amifodarus, who, by Furies led, jpo 

The bane of men, abhorr'd Chimaera bred ; 
Skiird in the dart in vain, his fons expire. 
And pay the forfeit of their guilty fire. 

Stopp'd in the tumult, Cleobulus lies 
Beneath Oileus* arm, a living prize ; ^g^ 

A living prize not long the Trojan ftood ; 
The thirfty falchion drank his reeking blood : 
Plung'd in his throat the fmoking weapon lies ; 
Black death, and fate unpitying, feal his eyes. 

Amrd the ranks, with mutual thirft of fame, 400 
Lycon the brave, and fierce Peneleus, came ; 
In vain their javelins at each other flew, 
l^Jow met in arms, their eager fwords they drew. 
On the plum'd creft of his Boeotian foe. 
The daring Lycon aim'd a noble blow ; 40 f 

The fword broke ihort ; but his, Peneleus (ped 
Full on the juncture of the neck and head : 
The head, divided by a ftroke fo juft. 
Hung, by the Ikin : the body funk to duft. 

Overtaken Neamas by Merion bleeds, 410 

Pierc'd .through the fhoulder as he mounts his fteeds ; 
Back from the car he tumbles to the ground : 
His fwimming eyes eternal fhades furround. 

Next 
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Next Erymas was doom'd his fate to feel. 
His open*d mouth received the Cretan fteel : 41 j^ 

Beneath the brain the point a paflage tore, 
Crafh'd the thin bones, and drown'd the teeth in gore : 
His mputh, his eyes, his noftrils, pour a flood ; 
He fobs his foul out ia the gufh of blood. 

As when- the flocks, negleded by the fwain 420 
(Or kids, or lambs) lie fcatter'd o'er the plain, 
A troop of wolves th* unguarded charge furvey. 
And rend the trembling, unrefifting prey : 
Thus oa the foe the Greeks impetuous came ; 
Troy fled, unmindful of her former fame. 425 

JBut ftill at He^r god-like Ajax aim'd. 
Still pointed at his breafl his javelin flam'd : 
The Trojan chief, experienced in the field. 
O'er his. broad (boulders fpread the mafTy (hifeld^ 
Obferv'd the ftorm of darts the Grecians pour, 430 
And on Jiis buckler caught the ringing fhower. 
He fees for Greece the fcale of conqueft rife. 
Yet ft:ops, and turns, and faves his lov'd allies. 

As when the hand of Jove a tempeft forms. 
And rolls the cloud to blacken heaven with fl:orms. 
Dark o'er the fields th' afcending vapour flies. 
And ihades the fun, and blots the golden ikies : 
So from the fhips, along the du(ky plain. 
Dire Flight and Terrour drove the Trojan train. 
Ev'n Hedor fled ; through heaps of difarray 440 
The fiery courfers forc'd their lord away ; 
While far. behind his Trojans fall confus'd ; 
Wedg'd-in the trench, in one vaft carnage bruis'd :. 

Vol. XLIX. I Chariots 
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Chariots on chariots roll ; the clafhing fpokes 
Shock; while the madding deeds break Ihort their 
In vain they labour up the fteepy mound ; [yokes : 
Their charioteers lie foaming on the ground. 
Fierce on the rear, with Ihouts, Patroclus flies ; 
Tumultuous clamour fills the fields and ikies ; 
Thick drifts of diift involve their rapid flight ; 450 
Clouds rife on clouds, and hea^ren is fnatch'd from fight* 
Th' affrighted fteeds, their dying lords caft down. 
Scour o'er the fields, and flretch to reach the town. 
Loud o*er the rout was heard the vidlor's cry. 
Where the war bleeds, and where the thickeft die, 455 
Where horfe, and arms, and chariots lie o'erthrown. 
And bleeding heroes under axles groan. 
No flop, no check, the deeds of Peleus knew ; 
From bank to bank th' immortal courfers flew. 
High-bounding o'er the foffe : the whirling car 460 
Smokes through the ranks, o'ertakes the flying war. 
And thunders after Heft6r ; Hedor flies, 
Patroclus (hakes his lance ; but Fate denies. 
Not with lefs noife, with lefs impetuous force. 
The tide of Trojans urge their defperate courfe, 465 
Than when in autumn Jove his fury pours. 
And earth is loaden with inceflant (bowers 
(When guilty mortals break th* eternal laws. 
Or judges, brib'd, betray the righteous caufe) ; 
From their deep beds he bids the rivers rife, 470 

And opens all the flood-gates of the (kies : 
Th* impetuous torrents from their hills obey. 
Whole fields are drown'd, and mountains fwept away ; 

Loud 
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Loud roars the deluge till it meets the main ; 
And trembling man fees all his labours vain» 47 5 

And now thex:hief (the foremoft troops repell'd) 
Back to the fhips his deftin'd progrefs held. 
Bore down half Troy in his refiftlefs way. 
And forc'd the. routed ranks to ftand the day. 
Between the fpace where filver Simois flows, 480 

Where lay the fleets, and where the rampires rofe. 
All grim in dud and blood, Patroclus (lands. 
And turns the flaughter on the conquering bands* 
Firft Pronoiis died beneath his fiery dart. 
Which pierced below the (hield his valiant heart. 485^ 
Theftor was. next ; who faw the chief appear. 
And fell the vidim of his coward fear ; 
Shrunk-up he fat, with wild and haggard eye. 
Nor flood to combat, nor had force to fly : 
Patroclus mark'd him as he (hunn'd the war, j^go 
And with unmanly tremblings ihook the car. 
And dropp'd the flowing reins. Him 'twixt the jaws 
The javelin Hicks, and from the chariot draws. 
As on a rock that over-hangs the main, . 
An angler, ftudious of the line and cane, 1^9^ 

Some mighty fifh draws panting to the ftiore ; 
Not with lefs eafe the barbed javelin bore 
The gaping daftard : as the fpear was (hook. 
He fell, and life his heartlefs breaft forfook. 

Next on Eryalus he flies ; a ftone, 500 

Large .as a rock, was by his fury thrown : 
Full on his crown the ponderous fragment flew. 
And burft the helm, and cleft the head in two : 

i z ' Prone 
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Prone to the ground the breathlefs warriour fell. 

And death involv'd him with the (hades of hell. 505 

Then low in dull Epaltes, ]?chius lie ; 

Ipheas, Evippus, Polymelus, die; 

Araphoterus, and Erymas fucceed ; 

And lall Tlepolemus and Pyres bleed. 

Where'er he moves, the growing flaughters fpread 510 

In heaps on heaps ; a monument of dead. 

When now Sarpedon his brave friends beheld 
Groveling in dull, and gafping on the field. 
With this reproach his flying hoft he warms : 
Oh ftain to honour ! oh difgrace to arms ! 51 j 

Forfake, inglorious, the contended plain ; 
This hand, unaided, fhall the war fuflain : 
The talk be mine, this hero's ftrength to try. 
Who mows whole troops, and makes an army fly. 
He fpake; and, fpeaking, leaps from off the car ; 520 
Patroclus lights, and ftemly waits the war. 
As when two vultures on the mountains height 
Stoop with refounding pinions to the fight ; 
They cufF, they tear, they raife a fcreaming cry : 
The* defart echoes, and the rocks reply: 525 

The warriours thus, oppos'd in arms, engage 
With equal clamours, and with equal rage. 

Jove view'd the combat ; whofe event forefeen^ 
He thus bcfpoke his Sifter and his Queen : 
The hour draws on ; the Deftinies ordain, 530 

My god-like fon fhall prefs the Phrygian plain : 
Already on the verge of death he ftands. 
His life is ow'd to fierce Patroclus' hands« 

What 
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What paffions in a parent's breaft debate ! 
Say, (hall I fnatch him from impending fate, 53^ 
And fend him fafe to Lycia, diftant far 
From all the dangers and the toils of war ; 
Or to his doom my braveft offspring yield. 
And fatten with celeftial blood the field ? 

Then thus the Goddefs with the radiant eyes : ^40 
What words are thefe? O Sovereign of the Skies ! 
Short is the date prefcrib'd to mortal man ; 
Shall Jove, for one, extend the narrow fpan, L 

Whofe bounds were fix'd before his race began ? J 
How many fons of Gods, foredoom 'd to death, 545; 
Before proud Ilion muft relign their breath 1 
Were thine exempt, debate would rife above. 
And murmuring Powers condemn their partial ]ov 
Give the bold chief a glorious fate in fight ; 
And, when th' afcendingfoul has wing'd her flight, 550 
Let Sleep and Death convey, by thy command. 
The breathlefs body to his native land. 
His friends and people, to his future praife, 
A marble tomb and pyramid (hall raife. 
And lafting honours to his alhes give ; 555 

His fame ('tis all the dead can have) fhall live. 

She faid ; the Cloud-compeller, overcome, 
Affents to fate, and ratifies the doom. 
Then, touched with grief, the weeping heavens diftill'd 
A (hower of blood o'er all the fatal field : 560 

The God, his eyes averting from the plain ^ 

Laments his fon, predeftin'd to be flain, > 

Far from the Lycian (hores, his happy native reign. * 
I 3 Now 



d by Google 



ii8 POP E'S HOMER. 

Now met in arms, the combatants appear. 
Each heav'd thefliield, and pois'd the lifted fpear : ^6^ 
From ftrong Patroclus' hand the javelin fled. 
And pafs'd the groin of valiant Thrafymed ; 
The nerves unbrac'd, no more his bulk fullain. 
He falls, and falling bites the bloody plain. 
Two founding darts the Lycian leader threw ; 570 
1 he firft aloof with erring fury flew. 
The next tranfpierc'd Achilles' mortal fteed. 
The generous Pedafus of Theban breed ; 
Fix'd in the ihoulder's joint, he reel'd around, 
Roird in the bloody duft,and paw'd the flippery ground. 
His fudden fall th' entangled harnefs broke ; 
Each axle crackled, and the chariot fhook : 
When bold Automedon, to difengage 
ITie ftarting courfers, and reftrain their rage. 
Divides the traces with his fword, and freed 580 
Th' incumber'd chariot from the dying fteed : 
The reft move on, obedient to the rein ; 
The car rolls (lowly o'er the dufty plain. 

The towering chiefs to fiercer fight advance. 
And firft Sarpedon whirl'd his weighty lance, 58^ 
Which o*er the warriqur's fhoulder took its courfe. 
And fpent in empty air its dying force. 
Kot fo Patroclus' never-erring dart : 
Aim'd at his breaft, it pierc'd the mortal part. 
Where the ftrong fibres bind the folid heart, 590 
Then, as the mountain oak, or poplar tall. 
Or pine (fit maft for fome great admiral) 
Nods to the axe, till with a groaning found 
It finks, and fpreads its honoiirs on the ground : 

Thus 
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Thus fell the king ; and, laid on earth fupine, 595 
Before his chariot ftretch'd his form divine : 
He grafp'd the duft diftain*d with dreaming gore. 
And, pale in death, lay groaning on the (hore. 
So lies a bull beneath the lion's paws. 
While the grim favage grinds with foamy jaws 600 
The trembling limbs, and fucks the fmoking blood ; 
Deep groans, and hollow roars, re-bellow through the 

Then to the leader of the Lycian band [wood. 
The dying chief addrefs'd his laft command : 
Glaucus, be bold ; thy talk be firft to dare 605 

The glorious dangers of deftrudive war. 
To lead my troops, to combat at their head. 
Incite the living, and fupply the dead. 
Tell them, I charg'd them with my lateft breath 
Not unreveng'd to bear Sarpedon's death. 610 

What grief, what Ihame, muft Glaucus undergo. 
If thefe fpoird arms adorn a Grecian foe I . 
Then as a friend, and as a warriour, fight ; 
Defend my body, conquer in my right ;. 
That, taught by great examples, all may try .61 j 
Like thee to vanquifh, or like me to die. 

He ceas'd; the Fates fupprefs'd his labouring breath. 
And his eyes darken'd with the (hades of death. 
Th' infulting vidor with difdain beftrode 
The proftrate prince, and oa his bofom trod ; 6zo 
Then drew the weapon from his panting heart. 
The reeking fibres clinging to the dart ; 
From the wide wound gufh'd out a ftream of blood. 
And the foul. ifTucd in the purple flood. 

I 4 His 
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His flying deeds the Mynnidons detain, 625 

Ujiguided now, their mighty mafter (lain. 
All-impotent of aid, transfix'd with grief. 
Unhappy Glaucus heard the dying chief. 
His painful arm, yet ufclefs with the fmart 
Infliifled late by Teucer's deadly dart, 630 

Supported on his better hand he ftay'd ; 
To Phoebus then, ('twas all he could) he pray'd : 

All-feeing monarch ! whether Lycia's coaft, 
Cr facred II ion, thy bright prefence boaft. 
Powerful alike to eafe the wretch's fmart ; 6^^ 

Oh hear me ! God of every healing art ! 
Lo ! ftifF with clotted blood, and pierc'd with pain. 
That thrills my arm, and Ihoots through every vein, 
I ftand, unable to fuftain the fpear. 
And figh, at diftance from the glorious war. 640 
Low in the duft is great Sarpedon laid. 
Nor Jove vouchfaf *d his haplefs offspring aid. 
But thou, O God of Health ! thy fuccour lend. 
To guard the reliques of my flaughter'd friend. 
For thou, though diftant, canft reftore my might, 645 
To head my Lycians, and fupport the fight, 

Apollo heard ; and, fuppliant as he flood, 
His heavenly hand reflrain'd the flux of blood : 
He drew the dolours from the wounded part> 
And breath'd a fpirit in his rifing heart : 650 

Renew'd by art divine, the hero ftands. 
And owns th' affiftance of immortal hands. 
Firft to the fight his native troops he warms. 
Then loudly calls on Troy's vindi^ve arms : 

With 
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With ample ftrides he ftalks from place to place; 6^^ 
Now fires Agenor, now Polydamas.; 
^ncas next, aiid Hedor, he accofts * 
Inflaming thus the rage of all their hofts : 

What thoughts, regardlefs chief! thy breaft employ ? 
Oh too forgetful of the friends of Troy ! 660 

Thofe generous friends, who, from their country far. 
Breathe their brave fouls out in another's war. 
See ! where in duft the great Sarpedon lies. 
In adion valiant, and in council wife. 
Who guarded right, and kept his people free ; 66 J 
To all his Lycians loft, and loft to thee ! 
Stretch'd by Patroclus' arm on yonder plains. 
Oh fave from hoftile rage his lov'd remains : 
Ah let not Greece his conquered trophies boaft. 
Nor on his corfe revenge her heroes loft. 676 

He fpoke ; each leader in his grief partook, 
Troy, at the lofs, through all her legions (hook. 
Transfix'd with deep regret, they view overthrown 
At once his country's pillar, and their own ; 
A chief, who led to Troy's beleaguer'd wall 67^ 
A hoft of heroes, and out-(hin'd them all. 
Fir'd they ru(h on ; firft Hedlor feeks the foes. 
And with fuperiour vengeance greatly glows. 

But o'er the dead the fierce Patroclus ftands. 
And, rouzing Ajax, rouz'd the liftening bands : 680 

Heroes, be men ! be what you were before j 
Or weigh the great occafion, and be more. 
The chief who taught our lofty walls to yield, * 
Lies pale in death, extended on the field,' 

To 
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To guard his body, Troy in numbers flies ; 68^ 

•Tis half the glory to maintain our prize. 
Hafte, ftrip his arms, the flaughter round him fprcad^ 
And fend the living Lycians to the dead. 

The heroes kindle at his fierce command ; 
The martial fquadrons clofe on either hand : ^ 690 
liere Troy and Lycia charge with loud alarms, 
Theffalia there, and Greece, oppofe their arms. 
"With horrid ftiouts they circle round the flain ; 
The clalh of armour rings o'er all the plain. 
Great Jove, to fwell the horrours of the fight, 695 
O'er the fierce armies pours pernicious night ; 
And round his fon confounds the warring hofts. 
His fate enobling with a croud of ghofts. 

Now Greece gives way, and great Epigeus falls ; 
Agacleus' fon, from Budium's lofty walls : 70a 

Who, chac'd for murder thence, a fuppliant came 
To Peleus and the filver-footed dame ; 
Now fent to Troy, Achilles' arms to aid. 
He pays due vengeance to his kinfman's (hade. 
Soon as his lucklefs hand had touch'd the dead, 705 
A rock's large fragment thunder 'd on his head ; 
Hurl'd by Hedborian force, it cleft in twain 
His (hatter'd helm, and flretch'd him o'er the ilain. 

Fierce to the van of fight Patroclus came ; 
And, like an eagle darting at his game, 710 

Sprung on the Trojan and the Lycian band ; 
"What grief thy heart, what fury urg'd thy hand. 
Oh generous Greek ! when with full vigour thrown 
At Sthendaii^ flew the weighty ftone. 

Which 
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Which funk him to the dead : when Troy, too near ' 
That arm, drew back ; and Hedtor learn'd to fear. 
Far as an able hand a lance can throw. 
Or at the lifts, or at the fighting foe ; 
So far the Trojans from their lines retir'd ; 
Till Glaucus, turning, all the reft infpir'd. 720 

Then Bathyclaeus fell beneath his rage. 
The only hope of Chaicon's trembling age : 
Wide o'er the land was ftretch'd his large domain. 
With ftately feats, and riches, bleft in vain : 
Him, bold with youth, and eager to purfue 72 j;* 

The flying Lycians, Glaucus met, and flew ; 
Pierc'd through the bofom with a fudden wound. 
He fell, and, falling, made the fields refound. 
Th' Achaians forrow for their hero flain ; 
With conquering fliouts the Trojans ftiake the plain* 
And croud to fpoil the dead ; the Greeks oppofe ; 
An iron circle round the carcafe grows. 

Then brave Laogonus refign'd his breath, 
Difpatch'd by Merion to the ftiades of death : 
On Ida's holy hill he made abode, 73 j 

The prieft of Jove, and honour 'd like his God. 
Between the jaw and ear the javelin went : 
The foul, exhaling, iflued at the vent. 

His fpear iEneas at the viftor threw. 
Who ftooping forward from the death withdrew ; 740 
The lance hifs'd harmlefs o'er his covering ftiield. 
And trembling ftruck, and rooted in the field ; 
There yet fcarce fpent, it quivers on the plain. 
Sent by the great Eneas' arm in vain. ' 

» Swift 
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Swift as ihou art (the raging hero cries) 74^ 

And (kiird in dancing to difpute the prize. 
My fpear, the deftin'd paflage had it found. 
Had fix'd thy aftive vigour to the ground. 

Oh valiant leader of the Dardan hoft ! 
(iniulted Merion thus retorts the boaft) 75© 

Strong as you are, 'tis mortal force you truft. 
An arm as ftrong may ftretch thee in the duft. 
And if to this my lance thy fate be given. 
Vain are thy vaunts ; fuccefs is ftill from Heaven : 
This inftant fends thee down to Pluto's coaft ; y^j 
Mine is the glory, his thy parting ghoft. 

O friend (Menoetius' fon this anfwer gave) 
With words to combat, ill befits the brave ; 
Not empty boafts the fons of Troy repell. 
Your fwords mull plunge them to the Ihades of hell. 
To fpeak, befeems the council : but to dare 
In glorious aftion, is the taik of war 

This faid, Patroclus to the battle flies ; 
Great Merion follows, and new Ihouts arife : 
Shields, helmets rattle, as the warriours clofe ; 76^ 
And thick and heavy founds the ftorm of blows. 
As through the Ih rilling vale, or mountain ground. 
The labours of the woodman's axe refound ; 
Blows following blows are heard re-echoing wide. 
While crackling forefts fall on every fide : 770 

Thus echo'd all the fields with loud alarms. 
So fell the warriours, and fo rung their arms^ 

Now great Sarpedon on the fandy ftiore. 
His heavenly form dcfac'd with duft and gore. 



And 
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And ftuck with darts by warring heroes (hcd, 775 

Lies undiflinguifh'd from the vulgar dead. 

His long-difputed corfe the chiefs inclofe. 

On every fide the bufy combat grows ; 

Thick ^s beneath fome fhepherd's thatch'd abode 

(The pails high-foaming with a milky flood} 78a 

The buzj&ing flies, a perfevering train, 

Inceffant fwarm, and chac'd return again. 

Jove view'd the combat with a ftern furvey. 
And eyes that flafh^d intolerable day. 
Fix'd on the fi^ld his fight, his breaft debates 785^ 
The vengeance due, and meditates the fates : 
Whether to urge their prompt efled, and call 
The force of Hedor to Patroclus' fall. 
This inftant fee his fhort-liv'd trophies won. 
And ftretch'd him breathlefs on his flaughter'd fon 5 
Or yet, with many a foul's untimely flight. 
Augment the fame and horrour of the fight. 
To crown Achilles* valiant friend with praifc 
At length he dooms ; and, that his laft of days 
Wl fet in glory, bids him drive the foe ; 795 

Nor unattended fee the (hades below. 
Then Heftor's mind he fills with dire difmay ; 
He mounts his car, and calls his hofts away, . 
Sunk with Troy's heavy fates, he fees decline 
The fcales of Jove, and pants with awe divine. 800 

Then, nor before, the hardy Lycians fled. 
And left their monarch with the common dead : 
Around, in heaps on heaps, a dreadful wall 
Of carnage lifes, as^ the heroes fail» 

(So 
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(So Jove* decreed !) At length the Greeks obtain 805* 
The prize contefted, and defpoil the flain. 
The radiant arms are by Patroclus borne, 
Patroclus' fhips the glorious fpoils adorn. 

Then thus to Phabus, in the realms above, 
8poke from his throne the Cloud-compelling Jo^e : 81 o 
Defcend, my Phoebus ! on the Phrygian plain. 
And from the fight convey Sarpedon flain ; 
Then bathe his body in the cryftal flood ; 
"With dull diflionour'd, and deform 'd with blood : 
O'er all his limbs celeftial odours flied, 815 

And with celeftial robes adorn the dead. 
Thofe rites difcharg'd, his facred corfe bequeath 
To the foft arms of filent Sleep and Death. 
They to his friends the mournful charge fliall bear, 
Kis friends a tomb and pyramid fliall rear ; 820 

What honours mortals after death receive, 
Thofe unavailing honours we may give ! 

Apollo bows, and from mount Ida's height 
Swift to the field precipitates his flight ; 
Thence from the war the breathlefs hero bore, 825 
Veil'd in a cloud, to filver Simois* fliore ; 
There bath'd his honourable wounds, and dreft 
His manly members in th' immortal veft ; 
And with perfumes of fweet ambrofial dews, 
Rcftores his freflinefs, and his form renews. 830 

■ Death, two twinj^ of winged race, 
viftnefs, but of flient pace, 
ion, at the Qod's command, 
nt ^:each'd the I.ycian jand ; 

The 
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The corfe amidft his weeping friends they laid, 855 
Where cndlcfs honours wait the facred ihade. 

Meanwhile Patroclus pours along the plains, • 
With foaming courfers, and with loofen'd reins. 
Fierce on the Trojan and the Lycian crew. 
Ah blind to fate ! thy headlong fury flew : 840 

Againft what Fate and powerful Jove ordain. 
Vain was thy friend's command, thy courage vain ; 
For he, the God, whofe counfels uncontrol'd 
Difmay the mighty, and confound the bold ; 
The God who gives, refumes, and orders all, 84^; 
He urg'd thee on, and urg'd thee on to fall. 

Who .firft, brave hero ! by that arm was flain. 
Who laft, beneath thy vengeance, prefs'd the plain ; 
When Heaven itfelf thy fatal fury led. 
And caird to fill the number of the dead ? 850 

Adreftus firft ; Autonous then fucceeds ; 
Echeclus follows ; next young Megas bleeds : 
Epiftor, Mclanippus, bite the ground : 
The llaughter, Elafus and Mulius crown*d : 
Then funk Pylartes to eternal night ; 85c 

The reft, difperfing, truft their fates to flight. 

Now Troy had ftoop*d beneath his matchlefs power. 
But flaming Phoebus kept the facred tower. 
Thrice at the battlements Patroclus ftrook. 
His blazing aegis thrice Apollo Ihook : 860 

He try'd the fourth ; when, burfUng from the cloud, 
A more than mortal voice was heard aloud ; 

Patroclus.! ceafe; this heaven-defended wall 
Defies thy lance j not fated yet to fall ; 

Thy 
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Thy friend, thy greater far, it ihall withftand : %6f 
Troy IhaU not ftoop cv'n to Achilles* hand. 

So fpoke the God who darts celeflial fires ; 
The Greek obeys him, and with awe retires z 
While Heftor, checking at the Scaean gates 
His panting courfers, in his breaft debates, S'jo 

Or in the field his forces to employ, 
Ob draw the troops within the walls of Troy. 
Thus while he thought, befide him Phoebus ftood, 
I|i Afius • (hape, who reign'd by Sangar's flood ; 
(tThy brother, Hecuba ! from Dymas fprung, 875 
A valiant warriour, haughty, bold, and young.) 
Thus he accofts him : What a fliameful fight ! 
Gods ! is it Heftor that forbears the fight ? 
Were thine my vigour, this fuccefsful fpear 
Should foon- convince thee of fo falfe a" fear. 88a 

Turn then, ah turn thee to the field of 'fame. 
And in PatTOclus* blood efface thy (hame. 
Perhaps Apollo fhall thy arms fucceed. 
And Hea^-en ordains him by thy lance to bleed. 

So fpoke th* infpiring God ; then took his flight, 885 
And plung'd amidft the tumult of the fight* 
He bids Cebrion drive the rapid car ; 
The laih refounds, the courfers rufh to war : 
The God the Grecians' finking fouls depreft. 
And pour'd fwift fpirits through each Trojan breaft, 
Patroclus lights, impatient for the fight; 
A fpear his left, a ftone employs his right : 
With aH his nerves he drives it at the foe ; 
Pointed above,* and rough and grofs below : 

The 
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The faUing ruin crulh'd Ccbrion's head, 89^ 

The lan^lefs offspring of king Priam's bed ; 

His front, brovirs, eyes, one ttndiftinguilb'd wound : 

The barfting balls drop iightleft to the ground. 

The charioteer, while yet he hdd the rein. 

Struck from the car, falk headlong on the plain* 900 

To the dark (bades the foul unwilling glides ; 

While the proud vid^or thus his fall derides : 
Good Heavens ! what adtivt feats yon artift (hows 1 

What ikilfuldivers are our Phrygian foes ! 

Maik with what eafe they fink into the fand f 90; 

Hty, that all their praifttce is by landl 
Then, rufhing forward on his proftrate prize. 

To fpoil the carcafe fierce Patroclus flies : 

Swift as a lion, terrible and bold, 

'Hiat fweeps the fields, depopulates the fold ; gto 

Pierc'd through the dauntl^s heart, then tumbles (Iain ; 

And from fiis fatal courage finds his bane. 
At once bold Heftor leaping from his car. 
Defends the body, and provokes the war. 
Thns for fome (laughter'd hind, with equal rage, 91^ 
Two lordly rule|;^ of the wood engage ; 
Stung with fierce hunger, each the prey invades. 
And echoing roars rebellow through the ihades. 
Stem He^r fallens on the warriour's head. 
And by the foot Patroclus drags the dead. 920 

While all around, confufion, rage, and fright. 
Mix the contending hofts in mortal fight. 
So, pent by hills, the wild winds roar aloud 
In the deep bofom of fome gloomy wood ; 
Vol. XUX. K Leaves, 
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Leaves^ arms, smd tiees* aloft in air are Mown, 92; 
The broad oaks crackle* and the fylvans groan ; 
This way and that, the rattling thicket ben48» 
And the whole foieft in one craih deicends. 
Not with leTs noife* with left ^unult;ttous rage> 
In dreadful flip^ the nujigled hofts engage* 950 

Darts (hower'd on dart^» now: round the carcafe ring ; 
Now flights of anows bounding from the firing : 
Stones follow ftones ; fojpe clatter 04 die fields* 
Some* hard and heavy* ibake the fixinding ibjelds. 
l^ut where the rifog whirlwind cloudy the plains. 
Sunk in foft duft At oUghty chief remains* 
And* ibetch'd in death* forgets, the guiding leins I 
Now* flaming from the zenith* Sol had driven 
His fervid orb through half the vault of heaven ; 
While on each hoft with equal tempeft fcU 940 

The (howeripg dart^* and y mbers fank to hcV* 
But when his evening wheeb o'erhung the tmxk. 
Glad conqueft xcRtd on the Giocian. train* 
Then* from amidft the tumult and ajarnw* 
They draw the conqner'd code* and radiant arms. 94$ 
Then rafh Patrochis with new fuiy ^ws* 
And* breathing flaughter* pours amid the foes* 
Thrice on the prefii* like Mars himfelf* he flov* 
And thrice three heroes at each onfet flew. 
There ends thy glory ! there the Fates untwine g^9. 
The laft* black remnant of fo bright a lim ; 
Apollo dreadful flops thy middle way ; 
Death calls* and Heaven aUowa no longer day ! 
For lo ! the God* in dulky clouds enflirin'd 
Approaching dealt a daggering blow behind. 9J^ 

The 
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The weighty fhock bu neck and Ihoulders fed ; 
HU tyt^ flalh fparkks, his fluoa'd fenfcs reel 
In giddy dacknefs : far to diflance flung> 
His bounding helmet on the chiunpaia rang. 
Achilles' plume is ftain'd with duft and gore, g6o 
That pkune, which ncrcr ftoop^'d to eaith befoie y 
Long us'd, untouched, in fighting fields to (hiiie. 
And (hade the temples of the man divine^ 
Jove doonas it now on Heftor's helm to nod ; 
Not long — for fate p«rfues him, and the God. 965 

His fpear in (hivers faUs : his aimple Ihield 
Drofis from his arm : his baldrick ftrows the field : 
The corfekt his ailoniih'd bueaft forfake& : 
Loofe is each joint : each nerve with honour {hakes. 
Stupid he dares, and all-aj^lefs flands : ^'^o 

Such is the force of more than mortal. hands I 

A Dardan youih there was., well known to fame» 
From Fanthu3 fprung, Euphorbus was his name ; 
Fam'd for the manage of the foaming hor{e> 
Skiird in the dart, and matchleis in the courfe : 97; 
Full twenty knights he tumbled from the car. 
While yet he learn'd his rudimentSt of war. 
His venturous fpear firft drew thfi hero's gore ; 
He ftruck, he wounded, but he durft no more ; 
Nor, though difirm'd, Patroclus' fujy ftood : 980 
But fwift withdrew the long-protended wood. 
And turn'd him Ihort, and herded in the croud. 
Thus, by an arm divine, and mortal fpear. 
Wounded at once, Fatroclus yields to fear; 

K 2 Retires 
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Retires for fuccour to his focial train, 98 5 

And flics the fate, which Heaven decreed, in vain. 

Stern Hedlor, as the bleeding chief he views. 

Breaks through the ranks, and his retreat purfues : 

The lance arrcfts him with a mortal wound ; 

He falls, earth thunders, arid his arms refound. 990 

With him all Greece was funk ; that moment all 

Her yet-furviving heroes fecm'd to fall. 

So, fcorch'd with heat, along the defert (horc,- 

Thi roaming lion meets a brifUy boar, 

Faft by the fpring ; they both difpute the flood, 99^ 

With flaming eyes, and jaws befmear'd with blood ; 

At length the fovereign favage wins the ftrife. 

And ^e torn boar refigns his thirft and life. 

Patffoclus thus, fo many chiefs overthrown. 

So many lives efFus'd, expires his own. 1000 

As dying now at Heftor's feet he lies. 

He fternly views him, and triumphing cries : 

Lie there, Patroclus \ and with thee, the joy 
Thy pride once promised, of fubverting Troy ; 
The fancy 'd fcenes of Ilion wrapt in flames, 1005 
And thy foft pleafutes ferv*d with captive dames ! 
Unthinking man ! I fought, thofe towers to free. 
And guard that beauteous race from lords like thee : 
But thou a prey to vultures (halt be made ; 
Thy own Achilles cannot lend thee aid ; loio 

Though much at parting that great chief might fay, ' 
And much enjoin thee, this important day. 

** Return 
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•* Return not, my brave friend (perhaps he faid) 
♦• Without the bloody arms of Heftor dead.*' 
He fpbke, Fatroclus march'd, and thus he fped. loi 5 
; Supine and wildly gazing on the Ikies, 
With faint, expiring breath, the chief replies : 

Vain boafter ! ceafe, and know the Powers divine : 
Jove's ^nd Apollo's is this deed, not thine ; ; 

To Heaven is ow'd whatever your owa you call, 1020 
And Heaven itfelf difarm'd me ere my fall. 
Had twenty mortals, each thy match in might, 
Oppos'd me fairly, they had funk in fight ; 
By Fate and Phcebus was I firft o'erthrown, 
Euphorbus next; the third mean part thy own* 1025 
But thou, imperious ! hear my lateft breath ; 
The Gods infpire it, and it founds thy death. 
Infulting man, thou (halt be foon as I ; 
Black fate hapgs o'er thee, and thy hour draws nigh ; 
Ev'n now on life's laft verge I fee thee ftand, lojo 
I fee thee fall, and by Achilles* hand. 

He faints ; the foul unwillii^ wings her way 
(The beauteous body left a load of clay) 
Flits to the lone, uncomfortable coaft ; 
A naked, wandering, melancholy ghoft t ^O^g 

Then Heftor, paufing, as his eyes^ he fed 
On the pale carcafe, thus addref&'d the dead : 

From whence this boding fpeech, the ftern decree 
Of death denounced, or why denounc'd to me ? 
Why -not as well Achilles.' fate be given 1040 

To Hedlor's lance ? Who knows the will of Heaven I 
K 3 Penfive 
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Penfive he faid ; then pTefog, as he lay. 
His breathleTfl bofhm, tort the tence awty ; 
And upwards caft the corpfe : the reeking {pen 
He (hakes, and charges ^e bM charioteer. 104; 
But fwift Autonedon with ioden'd reins 
Kapt in the chariot o'er the diftant plains, 
Far from his rage th' immortal oourfers drote ; 
Ha* immortal courfcfs were "die gift of Jote. 
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The fevemh Battle, for the body of Patroclus : the 
Ads of Mendaus. 

MENELAUS, upon the death of Patroclus, defends 
hia body from the enemy : Euphorbue, who at- 
tempts if,' is flain.' Heftor advancing, Menelaus 
retires; but foon returns with Ajax, and drives 
him off. This Glaucus obje^ to Hedor as a flight > 
who thereupon puts on the armour he had won from 
Patroclus, and renews the battle. The Greeks give 
way, till Ajax rallies them : ^neas fuftains the 
Trojans. Jknezs and Heftor attempt the chariot of 
Acl^illes, which is bornc^oflfby Autbmcdon. -The 
horfes of Achilles deplore the lofs of Patroclus : 
Jupiter covers his body with a thick darknefs : the 
noble prayer of Ajax on that occafion. Menelaua 
fends Antilochus to Achilles, with the news of 
Patroclus' death, then returns to the fight, where, 
though attacked with the utmoft fury. He and Me«- 
riones, aflifted by the Ajaxes, bear oflf the body to 
the ihips. 

The time is the evening of the ei^ht and twentieth 
day. The fcene lies in the fields betgre Troy* 
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/^N the cold earth divine PatFOclus fprcad, 
^^ Liespierc'd with wounds among the vulgar dead* 
Great Menelaiis, touch'd with generous woe. 
Springs to the front, and guards him from the foe : 
Thus round her new-fall 'n young the heifer moves» c 
Fruit of her throes, and firft-bom of her loves; 
And anxious (helplefs as he lies, and bare} 
Turns, and re-turns her, with a mother's care. 
Oppos'd to each that near the carcaie came. 
His broad fhield glimmers, and his lances flame. lo 

The fon of Panthus, fkiird the dart to fend. 
Eyes the dead hero, and infults the friend : 
This hand, Atrides, laid Patroclus low ; 
Warriour defift, nor tempt an equal blow : 
To me the fpoils my prowefs won, refign ; i^ 

Depart with life, and leave the glory mine. 

The Trojan thus : the Spartan monarch bum'd 
With generous anguilh, and in fcorn return *d : 
Laugh'ft thou not, Jove ! from thy fuperior throne. 
When mortals boaft of prowefs not their own ? 26 
Not thus the lion glories in his might. 
Nor panther braves his fpottcd foe in fight. 

Nor 
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Nor thus the boar (thofe terroars of the plain) 

Man only vaunts his force, and vaunts in vain* 

But far the vaineft of the boaftful kind 2$ 

Thefe fons of Panthus vent their haughty mind. 

Yet 'twas but late, beneath my conquering fteel 

This boaftcr's brother, Hyperenor, fell ; 

Againft our arm, which tuMy he defy'd. 

Vain was his vigour, and as vain his pride* 30 

Thefe eyes beheld him on the dull: expire. 

No mote to chear his fpoufe, or glad his fire. . 

Piefumptuous youth t like his (hall be thy dooiA, 

Go, wait thy brother to the Stygian gloom ; 

Or, while thou may'ft, avoid die threatened fate ; 35 

l^ooh Hay to feel it, and are wife too late. 

Unmov'd Euphorbus thus : That a^ob known. 
Come, for my brother's blood repay thy own. 
His weeping father claims thy dellin'd head. 
And fpoufe, a widow in her bridal bed : 40 

On thefe thy conquer'd fpoils I (hall beftow. 
To foothe a confort's and a parent's w6e ; 
No longer then defer the glorious ftrife. 
Let Heaven decide our fortune, fame, and life. 

Swift as the word the miffile lance he flings, 4 j 
The well-ain^'d weapon on the buckler rings. 
But blunted by the brafs innoxious falls. 
On Jove the father, great Atrides calls. 
Nor flies the javelin from his arm in vain. 
It pierc'd his throat, and bent him to the plain ; 50 
Wide through the neck appears the gritly wound. 
Prone finks the warriour, and his arms i^ound. 

The 
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The fhining ciidets of liis g(i(kn hair» 
Which ^'n tke Graces might be proud to wcar« 
Jnftarr'd with gems and gold, beftrow the ihore, j^ 
With daft dilht)nour'd, and deform'd with gofe* 

As tk&3roang olive, in fome fylvan fcea^ 
Crown'd by frefh fountains widi eternal greea,. 
Lifts the gay head, in fnowy flowerets fair. 
And plays and dances to the gentle air ; 60 

When lo ! a whirlwind from high htittn invadtt 
The tender plant, snd withers all ifft (hades ; 
It lies i!ptx)Oied from its genial bed, 
A lovely ruin, now defac'd and dead. 
Thai young, thus beautiful, Euphorbus lay, 65 

While the fierce Spartan tore his arms away. 
Proud of his deed, and glorious in the prite. 
Affrighted Troy the towering vi^r flies : 
Flies, as before (bme mountain lion's ire 
Hie village curs and trembling fwains retire, 70 

When o'er the flaughter'd bull they hear him roar. 
And fee his jaws diflill with fmoking gore ; 
All pale with fear, at diftance fcatter'd round. 
They Ihout inceflant, and the vales refound. 

Meanwhile Apolb vifcw'd with euvious eyes, 75 
And urg'd'gteat Hedlor to <Hfpttte the prise 
(In Mentes' (hape, beneath whofe martial care 
The rough Ciconians leam'd the trade of war) : 
Forbear, he cry'd, with fruitkfs fpeed to chate 
Achilles* courfers, of aetherial race; glo 

They ftoop not, thefe, to mortal man's command. 
Or ftoop to none but great Athilks' hatid. 

Too 



d by Google 



140 P O PE'S R 6ME1L. 

Too long amus*d ^th a purfuit fo vain, ' ^ 
Turn* and behold the brave Euphorbut flain ! 
By Sparta flain I for ever now fuppreft g^ 

The fire which bum'd in that undaunted breaft ! 

Thus having fpoke, Apollo wing'd his flight. 
And mix'd with mortals in the toils of iight i 
His words infix*d unutterable care 
Deep in great Hedor's foul : through all the war 90 
He darts his anxious eye ; and inftant view'd 
The breathlefs hero in his blood imbrued 
(Forth welling from the wound, as prone he lay} 
And in the vi^r's hands the ihining prey. 
Sheath'd in bright arms, through cleaving ranks he fiies« 
And fends his voice in thunder to the ikies : 
Fierce as a flood of flame by Vulcan fent. 
It flew, and fir'd the nations as it went* 
Atrides from the voice the ftorm divin'd> 
And thus explor'd his own unconquer'd mind : ico 

Then ihall I quit Patroclus on the plain. 
Slain in my caufe, and for my honour flain l- 
Defert the arms, the relicks of my friend I 
Or, flngly, Hedor and his troops attend ? 
Sure where fuch partial favour Heaven bcftow'd, 10^ 
To brave the hero were to brave the God : 
Forgive me, Greece, if once I quit the field ; 
'Tis not to Hedlor, but to Heaven, I yields 
Yet, nor the God, nor Heaven, fhould give me fear, 
Did but the voice of Ajax reach my ear : 1 10 

Still would we turn, flill battle on the plains. 
And give Achilles all that yet remaing ;> 

Of 
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Of his and our Patroclus — ^This, no more. 
The time allow'd : Troy thicken'd on the (hore, 
A fable fccne ! The tcrrours Hedor led. 1 1 j 

Slow he recedes, and fighing quits the dead. 
So from the fold th' unwilling lion parts, 
Forc'd by loud clamours, and a ftorm of darts ; 
He flies indeed, but threatens as he flies. 
With heart indignant and retorted eyes. 120 

Now enter -d in the Spartan ranks, he tum'd 
His manly brcaft, and with new fury burn'd ; 
O'er all the black battalions fent his view. 
And through the cloud the god-like Ajax knew ; . 
Where labouring on the left the warriour ftood, 125 
All grim in arms, and covered o'er with blood ; 
There breathing courage, Where the God of Day 
Had funk each heart with terrour and difmay. 
To him the king : Oh Ajax, oh my friend; 
Hafte, and Patroclus* lov'd remains defend ; 130 

The body to Achilles to reftore. 
Demands our care ; alas, we can no more ! 
For naked now, defpoil'd of arms, he lies ; 
And Hedor glories in the dazzling prize. 
He faid, and touch'd his heart. The raging pair 13^ 
Pierce the thick battle, and provoke the war. 
Already had ftern Heftor feiz'd his head. 
And doom'd to Trojan dogs th* unhappy dead ; 
But foon (as Ajax reared his tower-like fhield) 
Sprang to his car, and meafur'd back the field. 140 
His train to Troy the radiant armour bear. 
To ftand a trophy of his fame in war. ' 

Meanwhile 
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Meanwhile great Ajax (hit broad (hield difplay'd)^ 
Guards the dead hero with the dreadful fiiade | 
And now befbre^ and now behind, he flood: 14^ 
Thus, in the centre of fome gloomy wood. 
With many a ftep thp lionefs furrounds 
Her tawny young, bcfet by men and hounds ; 
Elate her heart, and rouzing all her powers, 
Park o'er the fiery balU each haaging eye^brow lowers. 
Faft by his fide the generous Spartan glows 
With great revenge, and feeds his inward woes* 

But Glaucus, leader of the Lycian aids. 
On Heflor frowning^ thus his Sight upbraids : 
Where now in He^r fliall we He^r find ? 155 

A manly form, without a manly mind I 
Is this, O chief ! a hero's boafted fame ? 
How vain, without the merit, is the nao^e I 
Since battle is renounced, thy thoughts employ 
Wh^it other methods may preftrve thy Troy : 160 

*Tis time to try if Ilion's ftate can ftand 
By thee alone, nor afk a fbipeign hand ; 
Mean, empty boa(l ! but fhaU the Lyci.ans ftak^ 
Their lives for you ? tboTe Lycians you forfake ? 
What from thy thanklefs arms can we exped ? i6j; 
Thy friend Sarpeden proves thy bafe negls^ : 
Say, Ihall our ilaughter'd bodies guard youx walls* 
While unieveng'd the great Sarpedon fajls^? 
Ev'n where he dy'd for Troy, you left him thCDQ, 
A &aft for dogs, and all the fowls of air. 1 79 

On my command if any Lycian wait. 
Hence let him march, and give up Troy tq fate* 

Did 
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Did fuch a fpirit as the Gods impaic 
Impel one Trojan han4» Of Trojan heart 
(Such, a$ (hould bum in every fi^u], that dxaws 175 
The fword foi: glory, and his country's caufe ;} 
£v'n yet our mutual ajrms we might employ. 
And drag yoii carcafe to the walls of Troy. 
Oh ! were Patroclus ours, we might obtain 
Sarpedon's ajcms and honour'd code again ! i gp 

Greece with AchiUes friend (hould be repaid. 
And thus due honours pufchas'd to his ihade. 
But words are vain-^I^t^ A jax once appear. 
And Hedlor trembles and recedes with fear ; 
Thou dar'd: not meet the terrours of his eye ; 185 
And lo ! already thou prepar'ft to fly. 

The Trojan chief with fix'd refentment cy'd 
The Lycian leader, and fedate replied : 

Say, is it juft (my friend) that Heir's car 
Fj;om fuch a warrioHr fuch a fpeech (hould. hear ? 190'. 
I deem'd thee once the wi&ft of thy kind. 
But ill this infult fuits a prudent mind. 
I (bun great Ajax ? I de&rt my train ? 
*Tis mine to prove the raih aOTertion vain ; 
I joy to miugle where the battle bleeds, I9<^ 

And hear the thunder of the (bunding (leeds. 
But Jove's high will is ever uncoatrolM, 
The ftrong he withers, and confounds the bold ; 
Now crowns with fame the mighty man, and now 
Strikes the fre(h garland from the vigor's brow ! aoQ 
Come, through yon fquadron let us hew the way. 
And thou be witucfs, if I fear to-day ; 

I If 
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If yet a Greek the fight of Hcdor dread. 
Or yet their hero can defend the dead. 

Then, turning to the mardal hofts, he cried, 20^ 
Ye Trojans, Dardans, Lycians, and allies ! 
Be men (my friends) in a^ion as in name. 
And yet be mindful of your ancient fame. 
Heftor in proud Achilles' arms (hall fliinc, 
Tom from his friend, by right of conqueft mine. 210 

He ftrode along the field, as thus he faid 
(The fable plumage nodded o'er his head) : 
Swift through the fpacious plain he fent a look ; 
One inftant faw, one inftant overtook 
The diftant band, that on the fandy ihore 2 15 

The radiant fpoils to facred Ilion bore. 
There his own mail unbrac'd the field beftrow'd ; 
His train to Troy convey'd the mafly load. 
Now blazing in th' immortal arms he ftands. 
The work and prefent of celeftial hands; 220 

By aged Peleus to Achilles given. 
As firft to Peleus by the court of Heaven : 
His father's arms not long Achilles wears. 
Forbid by fate to reach his father's years. 

Him, proud in triumph, glittering from afar, 225 
The God, whofe thunder rends the troubled air. 
Beheld with pity, as apart he fate. 
And confcious look'd through all the fcene of fate. 
He ihook the facred honours of his head ; 
Olympus trembled, and the Godhead faid : 2 30 

Ah wretched man ! unmindful of thy end ! • 
A moment's glory ! and what fates attend ? 

It 
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In heavenly panoply divindy bright 
iTiou ftand'ft, and annics tremble at thy fight. 
As at Achilles' fclf ! beneath thy dart ; 235 

Lies flain the great Achilles* dearer part : 
Thou from the mighty dead thofe arms haft torn, 
"Which once the greateft of mankind had wonw 
Yet live ! I give thee one illuftrious day, 
A blaze of glory ere thou fad 'ft away : 2f9 

For ah ! "no more Andromache (hall come. 
With joyful teats to welcome Heftor home ; 
No more officious, with endearing charms. 
From thy tir*d limbs unbrace Pelides' arms ! 

Then whh his fable brow he gave the nod, 24 j 
That feals his word ; the fanftion of the God. 
The ftubbom arms (by Jove's command difpos'd) 
Conform'd fpontaneous, and around him clos'd ; 
ilU'd with the God, enlarged his members grew. 
Through all his veins a fudden vigour flew, 250 

The blood in briiker tides began to roll. 
And Mars himfelf came rulhing on his foul. 
Exhorting loud, through all the field he ftrode. 
And look'd, and mov'd, Achilles, or a God. 
Now Mefthles, Glaucus, Medon, heinfpires; 25 j 
Now Phorcys, Chromius,. and Hippothoiis, fires ; 
The great Thefilocus like fury found, 
Afteropseus kindled at the found. 
And Ennomus, in augury renown'd. 
Hear, all ye hofts, and hear, unnumbered bands .260 
Of neighbouring nations, or of diftant lands ! 
^Twas not for ftate we fummon*d you fo far. 
To boaft our numbers, and the pomp of war j 

Vol. XUX* L Ye 
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Ye came to fight ; a valiant foe to oha?c, • - 

To fave our pxefcnt, and our future r^ce. z6$ 

Tor this, our wealth, our produfts, you cnjojr* 
And glean the relicks of exbauftcd Troy. 
Kow thea tQ conquer or to d^ie prepare. 
To die or conquei are the terma of war. 
Whatever hand (ball win P^trocluj flain, 270 

Whoe'er (hall drag hina to the Troj^ trail?. 
With Heftor's fclf Ih^ll equal honoursi claim ; 
With Hedlpr part the fpoil, and ih^we the famc#, 

Fir'd by his word^, the ti^oopa difmifs their fears. 
They join, they thicken, they protend their fpeajs; 275 
Full on the Greeks they drive in iiim array. 
And each from, Ajax hopes the glorioiw prey ; 
Vain ' hope !• what number (hall the field o'erfpiead. 
What vidims pecifh round the mighty dead ? 
Great Ajax mark'd the growing floriD from far, a8% 
And thus befpok^ his brother of the war : 
Our fatal day, al^s !. is come (-my friend) 
" And all our wars and glories at an end I 
*Tis not this coife alone we guard ii\ vain. 
Condemned 19 vultures on. the Trojan plain ; zS| 
We, too muft yield: thje li^me fad fate mujft fall. 
On thee, on me, perhaps (my ftiend) on all» 
S^e what a tempeil dicefuX He^r fpreadp. 
And lo! it burfta, it thunders^ on opr hi^ad&t 
Call on our Greek-s if any \^^x the qal^, 299 

The heaved Greeks : thid hour demands them aQ. 

The warrious rais'd his voice, and wide ^ound 
The field re-cchqe4 ^^ di^efi^ul foun^ • 

<?* 
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Oh chiqft i oh princes ! to whofe hand is given 
The rule of men ; whofe glory is from Heaven I 29 J 
Wliom with due honours both Atrides grace : 
Ye guides and guardians of oar Argive race ! 
All, whom this well-known voice ihall reach fo far* 
All, whom I fee not tbroogh this cloud of war i 
Ceme aU ! let generous rage your arms employ, 509 
And fave Fatroclus from the dogs of Troy. 

Oi'lean Ajax firft the voice obey'd. 
Swift was his pace« smd ready was his aid ; 
Next him Idoineneu^, more flow with age. 
And Medon, burning with a hero's rage. 305 

The long fucceeding nuinbers who can name ? 
But all weire Greeks, and eager all for fame. 
Fierce to the charge great He^or led the throng 5 
Whole Troy, embodied, rulb'd with ihoi|ts along. 
Thus, when a mountain-hiUow foams and raves^ 31 q 
Where fome fwoln river difembogues his waves. 
Full in the mouth is ftopp'd the rufhing tide. 
The boiling ocean works from fide to fide. 
The river tremblei to his utmoft iliore. 
And diftant rocks rebellow to the roar. |if 

Nor lefs refolv'd, the firm Aghaian band 
With brazen fhields in horrid circle iknd : 
Jove, pouling darknefs o'er the mingled fight. 
Conceals the warriours' ihining helms in night : 
To him, the chief for whom the h(^s contend, "^Ki 
Had liv'd not hateful, for he liv'd a friend.« 
Dead b^ pioteds him with fuperior c»r«. 
Nor dooms his carc^/to the l^ids of ain 

La The 
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The firft attack the Greciams icarce fuftain ; 
Bepuls'd^ they yield, the Trojans feizc the flain : 32 j 
Then fierce they rally, to revenge led on 
By the fwift rage of Ajax Telamon 
( Ajax, to Peleus* fon the fecond name. 
In graceful ftature next, and next in fame;) 
V^ith headlong force the foremoft ranks he tore: 330 
So through the thicket bards the mountaiu-boar. 
And rudely fcatters, far to diftance round. 
The frighted hunter and the baying hound; 
The fon of Lethus, brave Pclafgus* heir, 
Hippothous, dragg'd thetarcafe through the war; 33 j 
The finewy ancles bor'd, the feet he bound 
With thongs, inferted through the double wound : 
Inevitable fate o'ertakes the deed ; 
Doom'd by great Ajax* vengeful lance to bleed : 
It cleft the helmet's brazen cheeks in twain ; 340' 
The ihatter'd creft and horfe-hair ftrow the plain : 
With nerves rekx'd he tumbles to the ground : 
The brain comes guftiing through the ghaftly wound : ' 
Kc drops Patroclus' foot, and o*er him fpread 
N»w lies, a fad companion of the dead : 345. 

Far from Larida lies, his native air. 
And ill requites his parent's tender care. 
Lamented youth ! in life's firft bloom he fell» 
Sent by great Ajax to the (hades of hell. 
Once more at Ajax, HeAor's javelin flies 2 3 jo 

The Grecian marking, as It cut the ikies, 
^hunn'd the defcending death ; which hiffing on, 
StKtch'd in the duft the great IphytuV fon, ♦ - * 

Scheditts 



d by Google 



I L I A Df Book XVIh 149. 

Schedius tiie brave, of all the Phocian kind 
The boldeft warriour, and the nobleft mind : 35^ 
In little Panope, for ftrength renown'd. 
He held his feat, and rul'd the realms around. 
Pluog'd in his throat, the weapon drank his blood. 
And deep tranfpiercing through the (boulder ftood ; 
la clanging arms the hero fell, and all 360 

The fields refounded with his .weighty falL 
Phorcys, as flain Hippothous he defends^ 
The Telamonian lance his belly rends ; 
The hollow armour burft before the ftroke, 
And through the wound the ruihing entrails broke : 365^ 
In ftrong convulfions panting on the fands 
He lies, and grafps the duft with dying hands. 

Struck at the fight, recede the Trojan train: 
The (houting Argives ftrip the heroes flain. 
And now had Troy, by Greece compelled to yield, 37^' 
Fled to her ramparts, and refign'd the field ; 
Greece, in her native fortitude el«ite. 
With Jove avcrfe, had tum'd the fcale of fate : 
But Phoebus urg'd i£neas to the fight | 
He feem'd like aged Periphas to fight 37 j 

(A herald in Anchifes* love grown old, 
Kever'd for prudence ; and with prudence, bold). 

Thus he — ^What methods yet, oh chief I remain. 
To fave your Troy, though Heaven its fall ordain ? 
Thpie have been heroes, who, by virtuous care, 380 
By valour, numbers, and by arts of war^ 
Have forc'd the Powers to fpare a finking ftate. 
And galn'd at^ length the glorious odds of fate. 

L 3 But 
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But you," when Fort one fmilfcs, when JoVe dcclafes 
His partial favour, and affifts your wars, 385 

Your fliamcful efforts 'gaiftft yourfdvcs employ. 
And force th* Unwilling Ood to ruih TrOy. 

^neas, through the form affum'd, dcfcrics ' 
The Power conccal'd, and thus to Heftor cries : 
Oh lading fharae ! to our own fears a prey, 39^ 

We feek our ramparts, and defert the day ! 
A God (nor is he lefs) my bofom warms. 
And tells me, Jove afferts the Trojan arms. 

He fpoke, and foremaft to the combat flew : 
The bold example all his hoft purfue. 39^^ 

Then firft, Leocritus beneath him bled. 
In vain bclov'd by valiant Lycomede ; 
Who view'd his fall, and, grieving at thfc chance. 
Swift to revenge it, fent his angry lance : 
The whirling lance, with vigorous force addreft, 4c>o 
Defcends, and pants in Apifaon's breaft : 
From rich Paeonia's vales the warriour came> 
Next thee, Afteropcus ! in place and fame. 
Afleropeus with grief beheld the flain. 
And rufli'd to combat, but he rulh'd in vain : 405 
Indiflblubly firm, around the dead. 
Rank within rank, or buckler buckler fpread. 
And hemm'd with briftled fpears, the Grecian ftood : 
A brazen bulwark, and an iron wood. 
Great Ajax eyes them with inceffant care, 410 

And in an orb Contrafts the crolidcd war, 
Clofe in their ranks commands to fight or fall. 
And ftands the centre &nd the foul of all ! 

Fixt 
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A fanguinc torrent fteej>s the refeking gtdOnd ; 415 
Oa hieaps the Gireelaj on heaps tife Trojans Wed, 
And, thickiehixlg Toand thifrm, HA* the hillis of dead. 

Greece, in clofe brdtt, and colleft^d thight. 
Yet fo§ers leaft, and fways the wavering fight ; 
Fierce as conflifting fires the combat burns, 42a 

And now it rifes, now it finfo, by turiis. 
In ojie thick daiknefs all the fight was loft ; 
The fun, the moon, and all th* atherial hoft, 
Scem'd as cxtirtft : day ravifh'd from their eyes. 
And all heaveii's fpfendours blotted from the ikies. 425 
Such o'er Patroclus' body hung the night. 
The reft in funfliine fought, and open light : 
Unclouded there, th' aerial azure fpread, 
No vapour lifted on the mountain's head ; 
The golden futa pour'd forth a ftronger ray, 430 
And all the broad expanfion flam'd with day. 
Difpers'd around the plaiuj by fits, they fights 
And here, and there, their fcatter'd arrows light : 
But death and darknefs o'ier the carcafe fpread. 
There burn'd the war, 4nd there the mighty bled, 435 

Meanwhile the foiis of Nelior in the rear 
{Their felloT^s routed) tofs the diftant fpear. 
And Ikirmtfh wide : fo Nell:or gave Command, 
When from the (hips he fent the Pylian band. 
The youthful brothers thus for fame coiftend, 440 
Nor knew the fortune of Achilles* friend ; 
In thought they 'vie\v*d him ftill, with martial joy, 
GJorioUs in arms, and dealing deaths to 'troy. 

1; 4 But 
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But round the corpfe the heroes pant for breath. 
And thick and heavy grows the work of death : 44J 
O'erlaboar'd now, widi duft, and fweat, and gore» - 
Their knees, their legs, their feet, arecover'd o'erj 
Drops follow drops, the clouds on clouds arife. 
And carnage clogs their hands, and darknefs fills their 

eyes. 
As when a flaughter'd bull's yet-reeking hide, 450 
Strain'd with full force, and tugg'd from fide to (id^ 
The brawny curriers ftretch ; and labour o'er * 

Th' extended furfacc, drunk with fat and gore : » 
So, tugging round the corpfe both armies ftood ; 
The mangled body bath'd in fweat and blood : 45^^ 
While Greeks and Ilions equal ftrength employ^. 
Now to the ihips to force it, now to Troy* 
Not Pallas' fclf, her breaft when fury warms,, 
Nor he whofc anger fets the world in arms. 
Could blame this fcene; fuch rage,fuch horroui reign 'd; 
Such, Jove to honour the great dead ordain'd» 

Acliilles in his fhips at diflance lay,, 
Nor knew the fatal fortune of the day j 
Ttle, yet unconfcious of Patroclus' fall. 
In duft extended under Ilion's wall, 45^ 

Expeds him glorious from the conquered plain,, 
And for his wifli'd return prepares in vain ; 
Though well he knew, to make pfotfd Ilion bend, • 
Was more than Heaven had deflin'd to his friend ; 
Perhaps to hin^ : this Thetis had reveal'dj 470 

The reft, in pity to her fon, conceal'd. 

Still rag'd the confli^ round the hero dead. 
And heaps on heaps by mutual wounds they bled ; 

Curi'd 
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Cur8*d be the man (cv*n private Greeks would fay) 
Who dares de&rt this well-difputed day ! 47 r 

Firft may the cleaving earth before our eyes 
Gape wide, and drink our blood for facrifice f 
Firft perifti all, ere haughty Troy Ihall boaft 
We loft Patroclus, and our glory loft ! 

Thus they. While with one voice the Trojans fai^ 
Grant this day, Jove ! or heap us on the dead ! 

Then clalh their founding arms ; the clangors ri(e> 
And (hake the brazen concave of the flcies. 

Meantime, at diftance from the fcene of blood. 
The penfive ftceds of great Achilles ftood ; 485 

Their god-like matter flain before their eyes. 
They wept, and (har'd in human miferies. 
In vain Automedon now (hakes the rein. 
Now plies the la(h> and foothes and threats In vain V 
Nor to the fight nor HcUefpont they go, 490 

Reftive they ftood, and obftinate in woe : 
Still as a tomb-ftone, never to be mov'd. 
On fome good man or woman unreprov'd 
Lays its eternal weight ; or fix'd as ftands 
A marble courfer by the fculptor's hands, 495 

Plac'd on the hero's grave. Along their fiice 
The big round drops cours'd down with filent pace, 
Conglobing on the duft. Their manes, that late 
Circled their arched necks, and wavM in ftate. 
Trailed on the duft beneath the yoke were fpread, 500 
And prone to earth was hung their languid^head : 
Nor Jove difdain'd to caft a pitying look. 
While thus relenting to the fteeds he fpoke : 

Ubbapl^ 
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Unhappy coiirfers of iirimortal ftrain ! 
Exempt from age, and deathlefs^ now in vain ; 505 
Did we yotiT race on mortal man bdftow. 
Only, Alas ! to Ihare in mortal woe ? 
For ah ! what Is there, of inferior birth. 
That breathes of creeps upon the duft of earth ; 
JWhat wretched creature, of what wretched kind, jio 
Than man moit weak, calamitbus, and blind ? 
A»miferabte race ! But ceafe to mourn ; 
For not by you (hall Priam's fon be borne 
High on the fplendid car : one glorious pri±e 
He ralhly boafts ; the reft our i^ill denies. ji^ 

Ourfelf will fwiftnefs to your nerves impart, 
Ourfelf with rifing fpirits fweil your heart. 
Automedon ybur rapid flight ftiall bear 
Safe to the navy through thfe ftorra of war : 
For yet 'tis given to Troy, to ravage o'er 526 

The field, aild i^rcad her flaughters to the fhOre; 
The fun (hall fee h«ir conquer, till his fall 
With facred darkrtefs (hades the face of all. 

He faid ; and, breathing in th* immortal horfe 
iSxceffive fpirit, urg'd them to the courffe; 3^25 

From their high nwines they (hak6 the duft, and bear 
The kindling chariot through the parted war : 
So flies a vulture through the clamorous train 
Of geefe, that fcreara, and fcatter round the plain, 
From danger now with fwifteft fpeed they flew, 550 
And now to Conqueft with like fpeed purfue ; 
Sole in the feat the charioteer remains, 
Kow plie^ the-javellli, tiow dir9^ the reins : 

Him 
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Hitti hta^rt Altitnedon hthtld diftitjft, 
Ap^roach'd the chifiot, and tht chief addreft: ^3^ 

Wliat God prorokes thM, ra(hly thus to dare^ 
Alone, unmdwl, in the thickeft wair ? 
Alas ! thy^ friend is flaitt^ alid He^or wields 
Achilles* arm» ttiumphaht in the fields. 

In happy tirtic (the charioteer replies) 54© 

The bold Afciftiedoh now greets my eyes ; 
No Greek like hiiii Ae heavenly fte^ds reftrainsi 
Or holds their ^urjr iii fuijjended Wins : 
Patrocltts, white he liv'd, their rage could tamey 
But now Patroclus is an empty name ! 545- 

To thee 1 yield the feat, to thee refign 
The ruling charge : the tafk of fight be mine. 

He faid. Alcimfeddn, with aftive heat. 
Snatches the rtins, and vatilts into the feat. 
Mis friend defcends. The chief of Troy defcry'd, Jj;d 
And caird iEneas, fightihg neat his fide : , 
Lo, to my fight, beyond our hope, reftor*d - 
Achilles' car, deferted of its lord ! 
The glorious fteeds our ready arms invite. 
Scarce their weak drivers guide them through the fight 
Can fuch exponents ftand, when we affail ? 
Unite thy force, my friend, and W^ prevail. 

The fon of Venus to the counfel yields ; 
Then o'er their backs they fpread their folid (hield* ; 
With brafs refulgent the broad furface (hin'd, 56a 
And thick bull-hides the fpacious concave lin*d. 
Then Chromius follows, Aretus fucfceeds ; 
Each hopfcsthc cbnqucft of the lofty fteeds;. 
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In vain, brave youths, with glorious hopes ye bom, * 
In vain advance, not fated to return. ^6^ 

Unmov'd, Automedon attends the fight. 
Implores th' Eternal, and coUedls his might. 
Then turning to his friend, with dauntlefs mind : 
Oh keep the foaming conrfers clofe behind ! 
Full on my (houldeirs let their noftrils blow^ 579 

For hard the fight, determined is the foe ; 
'Tis Hedlor comes ; and when he feeks the priase. 
War knows no mean : he wins it, pr Re dies. 

Then through the field he fends his voice aloud. 
And calls th' Ajaces from the warring croud, 575 
With great Atrides. Hither turn (he faid) 
Turn, where diftrefs demands immediate aid ; 
The dead, encircled by his friends, forego. 
And fave the living from a fiercer foe. 
Unhelp'd we ftand, unequal to engage 58Q 

The force of Hedor, and Eneas' rage : 
Yet, mighty as they are, my force to provQ 
Is only mine : th' event belongs to Jove, 

He fpoke, and high the founding javelin fiong. 
Which pafs'd the (hield of Aretus the young j ^85 
It pierc'd his belt, embofs'd with curious art^ 
Then in the lower belly iluck the dart. 
As when a ponderous axe, defcending full. 
Cleaves the broad forehead of fome brawny bull ; 
Struck 'twixt the horns, he fprings with many a bound^ 
Then tumbling rolls enormous on the ground : 
Thus fell the youth, the air his foul receiv'd. 
And the fpcar trembled as his entrails hcav'd, 

^ Kow 
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Nov at Antomedon the Trojaii foe ' 

Difcharg'-d hU lance ; die meditated blour, ^gg 

Stooping, he (hunn*d ; the javelin idlf fled. 
And hifs'd innoxioiie o'er the hero's head : 
I>eei>-rooted in the ground, the forceful fpear 
In long vibration ffient its fury there. 
With clafliing falchions now the chiefs had clos'd, 600 
Bat each brav« Ajax heard, and inteipos'd ; 
Nor longer Hedlor with his Trojans ilood. 
But left their (lain companion in his blood i 
His arms Automedon divefts, and cries. 
Accept, Patroclwt, thi« mean facrifice i 60; 

Thus have I footh'd my griefs, and thus have paid. 
Poor as it is, feme offering to thy Ihade 1 
So looks the lion o'er a mangled boar, 
AU grim with rage, and horrible widi gore* 
High on the chariot at one bound he iprung, 6k> 
And o'er his feat the bloody trophies hung. 

And now Minerva, from die realms of air, 
Defcends impetuous, and renews the war; 
For, pleas'd at length the Grecian arms to aid. 
The Lord of Thunders ient the blue-ey'd Maid, 61; 
As when high Jove, denouncing future woe. 
O'er the dark clouds extends hit purple bow 
^Tn iign of tempefts from the troubled air. 
Or from the rage of man, deftru^ve war) 
The drooping cattle dread th' impending flcies, 620 ' 
And from his half-till'd field the labourer flies; 
In fuch a form the Goddefs round her drew 
A livid cloudy and to die battle flew. 

Aflunung 



d by Google 



I5t P O F S * S H O M E t. 

AfTuming Phoenix' (hape, op oanh flic faik, - 

And in his vell*knQwn voice to SparU calli : 02$ 

And lies Achilles' friend^ belov'd by all, 

A prey to dogs beneath the Trojaa wall I 

What fharae to Greece, for future times tQ teli^ 

To thee the greateft, in whofe caufe he fell ! 

O chief, oh father ! ( Atreoa' foa repliea) 630 

O full of days S by bog experience wife 1 
What more d^res my foul, than here, uomay'd^ 
To guard &e body of the man I lov'd I 
Ah would Minerva itisui me ftrength to reitf 
This weary 'd arm, and ward the ftorm of war ! 6j j 
But He^lor, like the rage of ^tt, we diead. 
And Jove's own glories blaze around his h^4« 

Pleas'd to he firft of all the Powers addreft. 
She breathes new vigour in her hero's bre^ft^ 
And fills with keen revenge, with fell defpighti 640 
DeRre of blood, and rage, and luft of %h(. 
So burns the vengeW hornet (foi^l 4II o*ier !) 
Repuls'd in vai^^ a4d thirfty ftiU of |^»« 
(Bold fofeof ^if and hie^t !) 00 angry wiiig^ 
Unom'd, umir'd, h^ ^4jm?, ^tta^kft. wd ftings* 645 
Fir'd with Ul^ ardoiir iic^ice Atrides ftaw^ 
And fent his f<?ul witji eVeiy lancjc hd tkiew. 

There Hood ^ Troji^n, not unkiiown tQ fayie^ 
Eetion's foni and PckIcs was hi^ namv, 
Witk ri,ehc« he^our'd^ and with couri^ Ueft» 65-0 
By Heft^r Joy'd, his comrade, ai«l hl» guct ; 
Through hi^ broad belt t]^ fpear a paflage fo^*4> 
And ponderous a& he-fa]l«» hit drais refound* 

"> • Sitddai 
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Sad4en at Heir's fide ApoHo flood, 

Like Phaenops, Afiwa' fon, ^ppear'd the God 655 
(Afius the great, who held hi» wca^Ithy reign 
In fair Abydoa, by the rplling maii^) : 

Oh prince (he cried) oh foremoft once in fame I * 
What Grecian now Aiadl trembly at thy name ? 
Doft thou at length to Menela'ds yield, ^6<> 

A chief once thought no terrour of the field 5 
Yet iu^ly> now, the long-difputed prize 
He bears vidoripus, while our army flies! 
By the fame arm illuftrious Pod^s bled ; 
The friend of Hedcur, unreveng'd, is dead ! 66} 

This heard, o'er Hedtox fpreads a cload of woe. 
Rage lift& his lance, and dvives him on the foe. 

But now th' Eternal Qiook his fable ihield» 
That fhaded Ide, and all the fubje^ field. 
Beneath its ample verge, A rolling cloud 67^ 

Involved the mount ; the thunder roar'd aloud; 
Th' aiFrighted hills from their foundations nod. 
And blaze beneath tl\e lightnings of th^ Gq4 : 
At one regard of hi& allhfeeing eye. 
The vanquifh'd triumph, and the viftors fly.. €7.^ 

Then trembled Greece. The flight Peneleus led > 
For, as the brave Boeotian turned his head 
To face the foe, Polydamas. drew near, 
^d raz'd his fixoulder with a fhortei^'d. fpear : 
By HcdsDX wjcxM|nd£d> Leitus qvits tbe-pl^in, 6S0 j 
Pierc'd through the wrift; ^nd,sagi.ng with th^pain, > 
Grafps hi^s onc^ formidable laibce in vain. 4 

As Hector foHo^'dj^ Ijojpp^ addjieft - ' 

1b& flailing javelin to his manly bread ; 

The 
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The brittle ppint before bis corfclet yields ; 1685* 

Exulting Troy with clamour fills the fields : 

High on his chariot as the Cretan ftood« 

The fon of Priam whirl'd the miflive wood; 

But, erring from its aim, th* impetuous fpear 

Struck to the dud the fquiie and charioteer 690 

Cf martial Merion : Coeranus his name. 

Who left fair Lyftus for the fidds of fame. 

On foot bold Merion fought j and now, laid low. 

Had grac'd fhe triumphs of his Trojan foe ; 

But the brave 'fquirc the ready courfers bron^t^ 695- 

And with his life his mailer's fafety bought^ 

Between his cheek and ear the weapon went. 

The teeth it ihatter'd, and the tongue it rent. 

Prone from the feat he tumbles to the plain ; 

His dying hand forgets the falling rein : 70a 

This Merion reaches, bending from the car. 

And urges to defert the hopelefs war ; 

Idomeneus confents ; the lafh applies ; 

And the fwift chariot to the navy flies. 

J^or Ajax lefs the will of Heaven defcry'd, 70J 
And conqueft ihifting to the Trojan fide, 
Turn'd by the hand of Jove. Then thus begun. 
To Atreus* feed, the god-like Telamon : 

Alas ! who fees not Jove's almighty hand 
Transfers the glory to the Trojan band ? 710 

Whether the weak or ilrong difcharge the dart. 
He guides each arrow to a Grecian heart : 
Not fo our fpears : inceffant though they rain. 
He fufiers every lance to fall in vain. 

Deferted 
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pektttd of the God, yet let us try ^jg 

What human ilrength and prudence can fupply ; 
If yet this honoor'd corpfe, in triumph borne. 
May gM -the fleets that hope not our return. 
Who tremble yet, fcarce refcued from their fates, 
lAad ftill hear He^or thundering at their gates. 720 
Some hero too muil be difpatch'd, to bear 
The mournful meffage to Pelides' ear ; 
For fure he knows not« diHant on the fhore. 
His friend, his lov'd Patroclus, is no more. 
But fuch a chief I fpy not through the hoft i 7 2 j 
Hie ma^ the ileeds, the armies, all are loft 
In general darknefs— Lord of earth and air ! 
Oh King! oK Father ! hear my humble prayer : 
Difpd this cloud, the light of heaven reftore ; 
fiive me to fee, and Ajax afks no more : 730 

If Greece muft perifh, we thy will obey. 
But let us perifh in the face of day I 

With tears the hero ipoke, and at his prayer 
The God relenting, cleared the clouded air ; 
Forth burft the fun with all-enlightening ray ; 73J; 
The blaze of armour flafh'd ^gainil the day. 
Now, now, Atrides ! caft around thy fight ; 
Jf yet uAintilodius furvives the figlit, 
let him to gjreat Achilles* ear convey 
The fatal news — —t Atrides haftes away. 74Q 

So turns thie lion from the nightly fold. 
Though high in courage, and with hunger bold, 
l/)ng gall'd hy herdfmen, and long vex'd by hounds : 
Stiff with fatigue, and fretted fore with wounds ; 

VoL.XLIX, M ' The 
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And the red tcrrours of the blazing brands ; 

TiU late, rcludant, at the dawn of day 

Sour he departs, and quits th* untafted prey. 

So moV'd Atrides from his dangerous place 

With weary limbs, but with unwilling pace ; 750 

The foe, he feared, might yet Patroclus gain. 

And much admonifli'd, much adjur'd, his train : 

Oh guard thefe relicks, to your charge confxgn'd. 
And bear the merits of the dead in mind ; 
How fkiird he was in each obliging art ; 75 f 

The mildeft manners, and the gentleft heart : 

He was, alas ! but fate decreed his end ; 
In death a hero, as in life a friend ! 

So parts the chief; from rank to rank he flew. 

And round on all fides fent his piercing view. 766 

As the bold bird, endued with fliarpeft eye 

Of all that wing the mid aerial Iky, 

The facred eagle, from his walks above 

Looks down, and fees the diftant thicket move '; 

Then ftoops, and, foufmg on the quivering hare, 765 

Snatches his life amid the clouds of air. 

Not with lefs quicknefs, his exerted fight 

Pafs'd this, and that way, through the ranks of fight : 

Till on the left the chief he fought, he found ; 

Chearing his men, and fpreading deaths around, 770 
To him the king: Belov'd of Jove ! draw hear. 

For fadder tidings never touch'd thy ear ; 

Thy eyes have witnefs'd, what a fatal turn ? 

How Uion triumphs, and th* Achaians mourn; 

This 
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This Is not ail : Patroclus, on the ftiorc 77^ 

Now pale and dead^ fhall fuccour Greece no more* • 
Fly to the fleet, this inftant fly, and tell 
The fad Achilles, how his lov'd-one fell : 
He too may hafte the naked corpfe to gain p 
The arms are He6k)r's, who dcfpoil'd the flain. 7.8O' 

The youthful warriouj? heard with filent woe^ 
From hi^ fair eyes die tears began to flow ; 
Big with the mighty grief, he ftrove to fay 
What forrow didlates^ but no word found way* 
To brave Laodocus his arms he flung, 785 

Who near him wheeling, drove his fleeds along ;^ 
Then ran, the mournful meflage to impart. 
With tear- fid eyes-, and with dejeded heart* 

Swift .fled the youth ^ nor Menelaiis flands, 
(Though ibre diftreft) to aid the Pylian bands ; 790^ 
But bids bold Thrafymedc thole troops fuilain > 
Himfelf returns to his Patroclus flain* 
Gone is Antilochu^ (the hero faid) 
But hope not, warriours^ for Achilles' aid r 
Though fierce his rage, unbounded be his woe, 79 j 
Unarm'd he fights not with the Trojan foe. 
'Tis in ouf hands alone our hopes remain.;. 
*Tis our own vigour muft the dead regain,^ 
And fave ourfelves^ while with impetuous hate 
Tsoy poors along, and this way rolls our fate. 2oO 

'Tis well (fadd Ajax) ; be it then thy care. 
With Merion's aid, the weighty corpfe to rear ;. 
Myfelf and my bold brother will fuftain 
The ihock of H€6k)r and hia charging train i 

M z Nor 
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Nor fear we armies, fighting fide by fide ; 805 

What Troy can dare, we have already try'd. 
Have try'd it, and have flood. The hero faid ; 
High from the ground the warriours heave the dead, 
A general* clamour rifes at the fight : 
«Loud fhout the Trojans, and renew the fight. 810 
Not fiercer ru(h along the gloomy wood. 
With rage infatiatc and with thitft of blood. 
Voracious hounds, that many a length before 
Their furious hunters drive the wounded boar; 
•$ut, if the favage turns his glaring eye, 81 j 

They howl aloof, and round the fordl fly. 
Thus on retreating Greece the Trojans pour. 
Wave their thick falchions, and their javelins Ihower : 
But, Ajax tttrning, to their fears they yield, 
All pale they tfcmUe, and forfake the field. 820 

While thus aloft the hero's corpfe th^ bear. 
Behind them rages all the florm of war ; 
Confufion, tumult, horrour, o'er the throng 
Of men, fteeds, chariots, urg'd the rout along : 
JLcfs fierce the winds with rifing flames confpire, 815 
To whelm forae city under waves of fire ; 
Now fink in gloomy clouds the proud abodes ; 
Now crack the blazing temples of the God€ ; 
The rumbling torrent through the ruin rolls, 
^Ahd Iheetfi of fmoke mount heavy to the poles, 850 
The heroes fweat beneath their honoured load : 
As when two mules, along the rugged road. 
From the ftcep mountain with exerted ftrength 
Drag feme vaft beam, or maA's unwieldy length ; 

Inly 
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Inly they groan, big drops of fwcat diftill, 835 

Th' enormous timber lumbering down the hill : 

So thefc ^Behind, the bulk of Ajax Hands, 

And breaks the torrent of the rufhing bands. 

Thus, when a river fweird with fudden rains 

Spreads his broad waters o'er the level plains, 840 

Some interpofing hill the ftrcam divides. 

And breaks its force, and turns the winding tides. 

Still closer they follow, clofe the rear engage > 

iEneas florms, and HedoF foams with rage : 

While Greece a- heavy, thick retreat maintains, 845^ 

Wcdg'd in wic body, like a flight of cranes. 

That fhriek inceflant while the falcon, hung 

High on poisM. pinions^ threats their callow young. 

So from the Trojan chiefs the Grecians fly,. 

Such the wild terrour, and the mingled cry ^ 85a? 

Within, without the trench„ and aE the way, 

Strow'd in bright heaps,, their arms and armour lay ;, 

Such horrouf Jove impreft ! yet ftill proceeds 

Thi woFk of deaths and fUU. the battle bleedw. 
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ARGUMENT. 



The Grief of Achilles, and new Armoor made Hinr 
by Vulcan. 

THE news of the death of Patrocluris brought to 
Achilles by Antilochus. Thetis, hearing his lamen* 
tations^ cones with all her iea-nymphs to comfort 
him. The fpecches of the mother and fonon thk 
occafion. Ins appears to Achilles by the command 
of Juno, and orders him to (hew himfelf at the 
head of the intrenchments. The fight of him turns 
the fortune of the day, and the body of Patroclus> 
is carried oflF by the Greeks. The Trojans call a 
council, where Heftor and Polydamas difagree in 
their opinions ; but the advice of the former |p-e- 
vails, to remain encamped in the field. The grief 
of Achilles over the body of Patroclus. 

Thetis goes to the palace of Vulcan,, to obtain 
new arms for her fom The defcription of the won- 
derful works of Vulcan ; and laiUy> that noble one 
of the ihield of Achilles. 

The latter part of the nine and twentieth dav^ 
and the night enfuing, take up this book. The^ 
fcene is at Achilles's tent, on the fea^fhore, from 
whence it changes to the palace of Vulcan. 
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THUS, liRe tRe rage of fire, die combat bums; 
And now it rifes, now it finks, by turns* 
Meanwhile, where Hellefpont's broad waters flowi 
Stood Neftor's fon, the meffenger of woe :. 
There fat Achilles, (haded by his (rnlsy ^ 

On hoifted yards extended to the gales; 
Penfi\^ he fat ; for all that Fate defign*d^ 
Rofe in fad profped to his boding mind. 
Thus to his foul he faid : Ah ! what conilrains 
The Greeks,* late viftors, now to quit the plains? la 
Is this the day, which HfeaTCn fo long ago 
Ordain'd, to fink rae with the weight of woe ? 
(Sa Thetis warn'd)^ when by a Trojan hand 
Tbe bravcft of the Myrmidonian band 
Should lofe the light ? Fulfili'd is that decree ?/ if 
Fall'n ia the warriour, and Patroclus he ?' 
In vain I charg'd him foon to qait the plaTn,- 
And warn'd to Ihun Heftorean force in vain! 
" Thus while, he thinks, Antilochua appears. 
And tells the melancholy tale with tears : 29 

Sad tidings, fon pf Peleus ! thou mufLhcajr;, , .^* 

And wretched J^ th' unwilling meffenger L 
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Dead is Patroclus ! For his coipfe they fight» 
His naked corpfe; his arms are Hedlor's right. 

A fudden horroar (hot throngh all the chiefs zg 
And wrapt his fenfes in the cloud of grief; 
Caft on the ground, with funous hands he fpread 
TThc fcorching alhcs o'er his graceful head ; 
His purple garments, and his golden hairs, 
Thofe he deforms with duft, and thcfe he tears : jo 
On the hard foil his groaning breafl he threw. 
And xoird and grovel'd, as to earth he grew. 
The virgin captives, with difordcr*d charxns 
^Won by his own, or by Patroclus' arms) 
Ruih'd from the t^ts with cries ; and, gathering rouud^ 
Seat their white breads, and fainted on the ground : 
While Neftor's fon fuftains a jmanlier part. 
And mourns the warriour with a warriour's heart ; 
Hangs. on his arms, amidft his frantic woe. 
And oft prevents the meditjatqd blow* 40 

. iFar in the deep abyfles of the main. 
With hoary Nereos, and the watery train. 
The Mother Goddefs from her cryftal- throne 
Heard his loud cries, and anfwer'd groan for groan* 
The circling Neidds with their miilrefs weep, 45 
J^d all the fea-green iiilers of the deep* 
Thalia, Glauce (every watery name) 
Kefaea mild, and filver Spio came : 
Cymothoe and Cymodoce were nigh. 
And the blue languifh of foft Alia's eye* 50 

Their locks Adlxa and Limnoria rear. 
Then Proto, Doiis^ Fanope, appear^ 

Tho«* 
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TThoa, Pherufa, Dote, Melita; 

Agave gentle, and Amphithoe gay; 

IJext CaJlianira, Callianafla, Ihow 55 

Their fifter looks ; Dexamenc the flow. 

And fyvift Dynamcne, now cut the tides : 

Lera now the verdant wave divides : 

Ncmcrtes with Apfeudes lifts the head. 

Bright Galatea quits her pearly bed ; 6» 

Thcfe Orythia, Clyaiene, attend, 

Maera, Anophinonje, the train extend ; 

And black Janira, and Janaffa fair. 

And Amathda with her amber hair. 

All thefe, and all that deqp in ocean held 65 

Their i^cred feats, the glimmering grotto fill'd 5 

Each beat her ivory breaft with fiknt woe. 

Till Thetis' forrows thus bcg^n to flow ; 

Hear me, and judge, ye Sifters of the main 1 
How juft a caufe has Thetis to complain ! 7O 

How wretched, were I mortal, were my fate I 
How more than wretched in th* immortal ftate I 
Sprung from my bed a god-like hero came. 
The braveft far that ever bore the name ; 
Like fome fair olive, by my careful hand -7^ 

tie grew, he fiouriih'd, and adom'd the land: 
To Troy I fent him ; but the Fates ordain 
He never, never, muft return again. 
So (hort a fpacc the light of heaven to view. 
So (hort, alas I and fiU'd with anguifh too* 86 

Hear how his forrows echo through the ihore ! 
I cannot eafe them^ but I muft deplore; - 

Igo 
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I go at Icaft to bear a tender part, '* 

And mourn my lov'd-one with a mother's heart. 

She faid, and left the caverns of the main> 8^ 

All bath'd in tears ; the melancholy train 
Attend her way. Wide-opening part the tides^ 
While the long pomp the filvcr wave divides. 
Approaching now, diey tonch'd die Trojan land ; 
Tlicn, two by two, afcended up the ftjand. ^^- 

Th' immortal Mother, flanding clofe befide 
Her mournful offspring, to his (ighs reply'd ; 
Along the ooafl their mingled clamours ran. 
And thus the Silver-footed Dame began : 
, Why mourns my fon ? thy late preferr'd requcft gf 
The God has granted, and the Gieeks^ diftreft : 
Why mourns my fon ? thy anguifh. let me (hare;, 
Reveal the caufe, and truft » parent's- care; 

He, deeply groaning— -To this curdefs grief 
Jfot cv'n the Thunderer's favour brings relief. lod 
Patroclus-^Ah !— fay, Goddefs, can I boaft 
A pleaiuic now ? revenge itfclf is loft r 
Patroclus,. lov'd of all my martial train> 
Beyond mankind, beyond myfelf, is flain t 
I^ft are thofe arms the Gods themfelves beftovsr'd loj^ 
On Peteus ; Heftor bears the glorious load. 
Curs'd be tfcrt day, when all the Powers above- 
Thy charms fubmitted to a mortal love-: 
Oh hadft thou ftill, a fifter of the main, 
^rfued the plcafures of the watery reign ;• i it> 

And happier Peleus, lefs ambitious, led- 
A mortal beaisty xo hu e^ualbedi - 
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Ere the fad fruit of thy unhappy womb 
Had caus'd fuch forrows paft, and woes to come. 
For foon> alas ! that wretched offspring flain« 11^ 
New woes, new forrows, fhall create again, 
*Tis not in Fate th' alternate now to give ; 
Fatroclus dead, Achilles hates to live. 
Let me revenge k on proud Hedor's heart. 
Let his laft fpirit fmoke upon my dart ; 126 

On thefe conditions will I breathe : till then, 
I blufh to walk among the race of men. 

A flood of tears, at this, the Goddefs (hed. 
Ah then, I fee thee dying, fee thee dead ! 
When Hedor falls, thou dy'ft. — Let HcdoT die, 12 J 
And let me fall! (Achilles made reply) 
Far lies Fatroclus from his native plain I 
He fell, and, falling, wifh'd my aid in vain. 
Ah then, fince from this miferablc day 
I caft all hope of my return away ; 130 

Since, unreveng'd, a hundred ghofls demand 
The fate of Heftor from Achilles* hand j 
Since here, for brutal courage far renown'd,' 
I live an idle burden to the ground 
^Others in council fam'd for nobler (kill, 13; 

More ufeful to preferve, than I to kill) 
Let me — But oh ! ye gracious Powers above ! 
Wrath and revenge from men and Gods remove : 
Far, far too dear to every mortal breaft. 
Sweet to the foul, as honey to the tafte ; . 140 

Gathering like vapours of a noxious kind 
From fiery blood,, and. darkening all the mind 
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Me Agamemnon arg'd to dead^ htstt ; 

*Tis pail— I qadl it ; I rcfign to fate. . 

Yes — ^I will meet the murderer of my friend ; i^ 

Or (if the Gods ord^n it) meet n^ end. 

The flroke of fate the braveft c^mot fhun ^ 

The great Alcides, Jovc'8 unequal'd fon. 

To Juno's hate at length refign'd his breath. 

And funk the vidlim of all-conquering death. 15a 

So fhall Achilles fall i ftretch'd pak and dead* 

No more the Grecian hope, or Trojan dread t 

Let me, this inftant, luih into the fields. 

And reap what glory life's (hort harveft yields. 

Shall I not force fome widow'd dame to tear i^f 

With frantic hands her long difhevel'd hair ? 

Shall I not force her breaft to heave with iighs. 

And the fdft tears to trickle from her eyes? 

Yes, I (hall give the fair diofe mournful charms-^ 

In vain you hold me — Hence ! — My arms, my arms { 

Soon (hall the fanguine torrent fpread £b wide. 

That all (hall know Achilles fwells the tide. 

My fon (cosrulean Thetis made reply. 
To fate fubmitting with a fecret figh) 
The hoft to fuccour, and thy friends to fave, 165 
Is worthy thee ; the duty of the brave. 
£ut canft thou naked iilue to the plains? 
Thy radiant arms the Trojan foe detains ; 
Infulting Heftor bears the fpoils on high. 
But vainly glories, for his fate is nigh. jr^o 

Yet, yet awhile, thy generous ardour ftay ; 
AQuT'd, I meet thee at the dawh of day, 

I Charg'd 
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ChargM wkh refulgent acrms (a gbrioos load) 
Vulcanian arms^ the labour of a God* 

Then turning to the Daughters of the main, 17^ 
The Goddefa thus difmifs'd her azure train : 

Ye fifter Nereids ! to your deeps^ defcend f 
Hafte> and our father's facred feat attend ; 
I go to find the architedl divine. 
Where yad Olympus' ftarry fummits ihine : rSo 

So tell our hoary fire— This charge fhe gave : 
The fea-green fibers plunge bencadi the wave : 
Thetis once more afcends the bleft abodes, 
And treads the brazen threfhold of the God». 

And now the Greeks, from furious Hector's force, 
Urg'd to broad Hellefpont their headlong, courfe : 
Nor yet thdr chiefs Patroclus body bore 
Safe through the tempeft to the tented ihorft* 
The horfe, the foot, with equal fury join'd, 
Pour'd on die rear, and thunder'd cloie behind ; t^ 
And, like a flame through fields of ripen'd corn. 
The rage of Hedor o'br the ranks was borne. 
Thrice the flain hero by the foot he drew j 
Thrice to the Ikies the Trojan clamours flew : 
As oft th' Ajaces his afTault fuilain ; 195 

But check'd, he turns ; repuls'd, attacks again ; 
With fiercer ihouts his lingering troops he fires. 
Nor jrields a ftep, nor from his poft retires : 
So watchful fliepherds flrive to force, in vain. 
The hungry lion from a carcafe flain. 20# 

Ev'n yet Patroclus had he borne away, 
Aa4 all the glories of th' extended day*} 

Had 
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Had notliigh Juno, from the realms of air. 

Secret, difpatch'd her trufty mcffenger, 

The v^ious Goddefs of the Ihowery bow, 20c 

Shot in a whirlwind to the Ihore below ; 

To greajt Achilles at his (hips flie came. 

And thus biegan the Many-colour 'd Dame : 

Rife, fon of Pelcus ! rife divinely brave ! 
^ffift the combat, and Eatroclus fave ; 210 

For him the (laughter to the fleet they fprcad. 
And fall by mutual wounds around the dead. 
To drag him back to Troy the foe contends : 
Nor with his de^th the rage of Hedor ends : 
4 prey to dogs he dooms the corpfe to lie, 21c' 

And marks the place to fix his head on high. 
Rife, and prevent (if yet you think of fame) 
Thy friend's difgrace, thy own eternal (hame ! 

Who fends thee, Goddefs ! from th' etherial Ikies ? 
lAchilles thus. And Iris thus replies : 220 

I come, Pelides 1 from the Queen of Jove, 
Th' impiortal Emprefs of the realms above ; 
Unknown to him who (its remote on high. 
Unknown to all the fyjiod of the Iky. 
Thou com'ft in vain, he cries (with fury warm'd) 225 
Arms I have none, and can I fight unarm'd ? 
Unwilling as I am, of force I (lay. 
Till Thetis bring me, at the dawn of day, 
Vulcanian arms : what other can I wield ; 
ipxcept the mighty Telamonian (hield ? 230 

That, in my friend's defence, has Ajax fprcad, 
While his ft|ong lance around him heaps the dead : .^ 

The 
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The gallant chief defends MenoBtiuai' fon> 
And doeSf what his Achilles fhould have done. 
,. Thy want of arms (faid Iris) well wekna^, 23I; 
But thoagh unarmed, yet clad in terroars, go ! 
Let but Achilles o'er yon trench appear. 
Proud Troy ihall tremble, and confent to fear : 
<jfeece from one glance of that tremendous eye 
Shall take new courage, and difdain to fly. 2^ 

She fpoke, and pafs'd in air. The hero rofc ; 
Her aegis Pallas o'er his Ihoulder throws ; 
Around his brows a golden cloud (he fpread ; 
A ftream of glory flam'd above his head« 
As when from fome beleaguer'd town arifc 24? 

The fraokes, high-curling to the fhaded ikies 
{Seen from fome ifland, o'er the main afar. 
When men diftreft hang out the fign of war) ; 
Soon as the fun in ocean hides his rays. 
Thick oh the hills the flaming beacons blaze ; 250^ 
With long-projefted beams the feas are bright. 
And heaye;i*8 high arch refleds the ruddy light : 
So from Achilles' head the fplendours rife, 
Reflefting blaze on blaze againft the ikies, 
Sorth march'd the chief, and, diHant from the crouds* 
High on the rampart rais'd his voice aloud ; 
With her own ihout Minerva fwells the found; 
Troy ftarts aftonifti'd, and the (hores rebound. 
As the loud trumpet's brazen mouth from far 
With ihrilling clangor founds th' alarm of war, 266 
Struck from the wall, the echoes float on high. 
And the round bulwarks and thick towers reply ; . 

Vol, XLIX, N So 
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So high his brazen voice the hero reared : 
Hofts drop their arms, and trembled as they heard';: 
And back the chariots roll, and. courfers bound, 265: 
And ftecds and men lie mingled on the ground* 
Aghaft they fee the living lightnings play,- 
And turn their eye-balls from the flafhing ray.. 
Thrice from the trench his dreadful voice he rais'd ;; .. 
And thrice they fled, confounded and amaz*d. 270: 
Twelve, in the tumult wedg'd, untimely ruih'd 
On their own fpears, by their own chariots crulh'd ;• 
While, fhielded from the darts, the Greeks. obtain 
The long-contended carcafe of the flain. 

A lofty bier the breathlefs warriour bears : 275^ 
Around, his fad companions melt in tears. 
But chief Ax:hilles j bending down his head,. 
Pours unfailing forrows o'er the dead,. 
Whom late triumphant, with his Heeds and cafj. 
Hefent refulgent to the field of war; 280- 

(Unhappy change!) now fenfelefs, pale, he found. 
Stretched forth, and gafh'd with many a gaping wound*. 

Meantime, unweary*d with his heavenly way. 
In ocean's waves th' unwilling light of day 
Quench'd his red orb, at Juno's high command, 28^1 
And from their labours eas'd th' Achaian band. 
The frighted Trojans (panting from the war. 
Their fteeds unhamefs'd from the weary car) 
A fudden council call'd : each chief appear 'd 
In hade, and (landing ; for to fit they fear'd.. 290 
*Twas now no feafon for prolong'd debate ; 
They faw Achilles, and in him their fate*. 

Silent 
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SiTent they ftood : Polydamas at laft, 

Skiird to difcem the future by the paft, 

The fon of Panthus, thus exprefs*d his fears ; 295? 

{The friend of Heftor, and of equal years- :- 

The felf-fame night to both a being gave,. 

One wife in council^ one in aftion brave) : 

In free debate, my friends, your fentence fpeak ; 
Eor me, I move, before the morning break, joo^ 

To raife our camp : too dangerous here our poft. 
Far from Troy walls, and on a naked coaft. 
I deem*d not Greece fo dreadfiil, while, cngag'd 
In mutual feuds, her king and hero rag'd ; 
Then, while we hop>d our armies might prevail, 305? 
We boldly camp'd bcfide athoufand fail* 
I dread Pelides now : his rage of mind- 
Not long. continues to the (hores confin'd,- 
Nor to the fields, where long, in equal fray 
Contending nations won and loft the day ; ^ici> 

For Troy, for Troy, (hall henceforth be the ftrife,, 
And the hard conteft not for- fame, > but life.. 
Halle then to IlioHi while the favouring nights 
Detains thofe terrours, keeps= that arm from fight ; 
I^lbut the morrow's fun behold us here,. 51 ip 

That arm, thofe terrours, - we (hall feel, nor fear; 
And hearts that now difdain,. (hall leap with joy^ 
If Heavgi. permit them then 4o enter Troy, 
Let not my fatal prophecy be- true, 
ilor what I tremble but to think, enfue, 3510^; 

Whatever be our fate, yd let us try 
What forc^^of tliought and reafcucan fuppjy 5. 
IV . N 2- Bet: 
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Xet us on counfel for our guard depend ; 

The town, her gates and bulwarks ftiall defend : 

'When morning dawns, our weH-appointcd powers, 325 

Array *d in arms, (hall line the lofty towers. 

liet the fierce hero then, when fury calls. 

Vent his mad vengeance on our rocky walk. 

Or fetch a thoufand circles round the plain. 

Till his fpent courfcrs feek the fleet again : ^^o 

^o may his rage be tir'd, and labour'd down ; 

And dogs (hall te^r him ere he fack the town. 

Return ? (faid Heftor, fir'd with ftem difdainj 
What ! coop whole armies in our walls again ? 
Was 't not enough, ye valiant warriours fay, 33 j 
Nine years imprifon'd in thofe towers ye lay ? 
Wide o'er the world was Ilion fam'd of old 
For brafs exhauftlefs, and for mines of gold : 
But while inglorious in her walls we ftay'd. 
Sunk were her treafures, and her (lores decay'd ; 546 
The Phrygians now her fcatter'd fpoils enjoy. 
And proud Maeonia waftes the fruits of Troy. 
Great Jove at length my arms to conqueft calls. 
And (huts the Grecians in their wooden walls ; 
Dar'ft thou diipirit whom the Gods incite.; 34J 

Flies any Trojan ? 1 (hall (lop his flight. 
To better counicl then .attention lend; 
Take due refre(hment;, and the watch attend. 
If there be one whofe riches co(l him care. 
Forth kt him bring them for the troops to (hare.; 350 
'Tis better generoufly bedow'd on thofe. 
Than left ^the plunder of our country's foes. 

Soon 
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Sddn as the morri the purple orient warms« 
fterce on yon navy we will pour our arms ; 
if great Achilles rife in 2AI his might, 3.5 5;i 

His be the danger. I (hall ftand the fights 
Honour,' ye Gods ! or kt me gain, or give ! 
And live he glorious,- whofoe'er fhall live 1 
Mars is our common lord, aliketo all :- 
And oft the vidor triumphs, but to fall.' 3^0^ 

The (houting hoft in loud applaufes join'd : 
So Pallas robb'd the many 0^' their mind ; 
To their own fcnfe condemned,- an^ left tochufe 
The worft advice, the better' to refufe. 

While the long night extends her (able reign, 56^: 
Around Patroclus moutn^d the Grecian train.- 
Stem in fuperior grief Pelides'ftood ; 
Thofe flaughtering airnis', fb us*d to bathe in blood. 
Now claip'd his clay-cold limbs : then gufhing ftart 
The tcarsi and fighs burft fromhrs fwelling heart. 370 
The lion thus, with dreadful anguiih flung. 
Roars thrpugh the defart, and demands his young; 
When the grim lavage, to his rifled den 
Too late returning, fnuffs the- track of meui 
And o'er the vales aiid o'er the foreft bounds ; 37^: 
His clamorous grief the bellowing wood refounds. 
So grieves- Achilles ;• and impetuous vents 
To all his- Myrmidons his loud laments. 

In what vain prbmife, Gods I did I engage 
When, to confole Mencetius' feeble age, 3S0 

I vow'd his much-lov'd offspring to reftore, 
ChargTd wi^ rich fpoils, to fair Opuntia's fhbre ? 

N 3, But 
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'But mighty Jove cuts fhort, with juft difdain, " ' * 

The long, long views of poor, defigning man I 

Qnc fate the warriour and the friend fhall ftrikc, 38^. 

And Troy's black fands muft drink our blood alike i 

Me too a wretched mother Ihall dq)loie. 

An aged father never fee me more I 

Yet, my Patroclus ! yet a fpace I ftay. 

Then fwift purfue thee on the darkfome way. 39^. 

Ere thy dear relicks in the grave are laid. 

Shall Heftor's head be offer'd to thy (hade ; 

That, with his arms, (hall hang before thy flirine^ * 

And twelve the nobleft of the Trojan line. 

Sacred to vengeance, by this hand expire; 39 j 

Their lives. eiFus'd around thy flaming pyre. 

Thus let me lie till then ! thus, clofely preft. 

Bathe thy cold face, and fob upon thy breaft ! 

While Trojan captives here thy mourners ftay. 

Weep all the night, and murmur all the day : 400 

Spoils of my arms, and thine ; when, wafting wide. 

Our fwords kept time, and conquered fide by fide 

He fpoke, and bade the fad attendants round 
Cleanfe thepale corpfe, and wafti each honoured wound. 
A mafTy caldron of ftupendous frame 40^ 

They .brou.ght, and plac'd it o'er the rifing flame : 
Then heap the lighted wood ; the flame divides 
Beneath the vafe, and climbs around the fides : 
In its wide womb they pour the ruftiing ftream : 
The boiling water bubbles to the brim. 410 

The body then they bathe with pious toil. 
Embalm the wounds, anoint the limbs with oil, - . 

Higk 
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High on a bed of ftate extended laid. 
And decent cover'd with a linen fhade ; 
I^ft o'er the dead the milk-white veil they threw; 41 j 
That donp, their forrows and their fighs renew* 

Meanwhile to Juno,, in the realms above, 
(His wife and filler) fpoke almighty Jove; 
At iail thy will prevails : great Peleus' fon 
lliies in arms : fuch Grace thy Greeks have won. 420 
Say (for I know not) is their race divine. 
And thou the mother of that martial line ? 

What words are thefe (th* imperial dame replies. 
While anger ilalh'd from her majeftic eyes) 
Succour like this a mortal arm might lend, 425 

And fuch fuccefs mere human wit attend : 
And Ihall not I, the fecond Power above. 
Heaven's Queen, and confort of the thundering Jove, 
Say, fhall not I, one nation's fate command, 
J^ot wreak my vengeance on one guilty land ? 430 

So they. Meanwhile the Silver-footed Dame 
Reach'd the Vulcanian dome, eternal frame I 
High-eminent amid the works divine. 
Where heaven's far-beaming brazen manfions ihine. . 
There the lame architeft the Goddefs found, 435 
Obfcure in fmoke, his forges flaming round. 
While bath'd in fweat from fire to fire he flew ; 
And pufiing loud, the roaring bellows blew. 
That day no common talk his labour claimed : 
full twenty tripods for his hail he fram'd, 440 

That, plac'^d on living wheels of mafly gold 
(Wondrous Jo tell I) inflina with fpirit roird 

N 4 From 
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From place to place, aronnd the blcft abodd, 

Self-mov'd, obcdiwit to tiie beck of Gods : 

For their fiiir lulndfes now, o'crwrooght with flowenv 

In molds piepar'd, the gloWihg ore he pours* 

/uft as refpoiiiive to his thought the frsTme 

Stood prompt td more, the azure Goddcfs came: 

Charis, his fpoufe, a grace divinely fair 

(With purple fillets round her braided hair} 450^ 

Obferv'd hef entering! her foft hand (he prefs'd. 

And, fmiling,. thus the watciy Queen addrefs'd : 

What, Goddefs f this unufual favoux' draws ? 
All hail, and welcome ! whatfoe'ci* the cairfe : 
Till now a'ftranger, in z happy hour 4^ j 

Approach, and tafte die dainty of the bower. 

High on a throne, with ftats of filver grac'd,. 
And varibus artifice, the Queen (he pliac'd : 
A footftoolr at her feet ; then, calling, faid,- 
Vulcan, draw near i 'tis Thetis alks your aid* 460 
Thetis (reply'd the God) our powers may claim,- 
An evcr*dear, an ever-honour*d name f 
When my proud mother hurl'd me from the Iky 
(My aukward form, it feems, difpleas'd her eyej 
She and Eurynome my griefs redreft, j^j 

And foft received me on their filver brea((< 
Ev'n then, thcfe arts employ *d my infant thought ; 
Chains, bracelets, pendants, all their toys, I wrought. 
Nine years kept fecret in the dark abode. 
Secure I lay, concealed from man and God : 470 
Deep in a cavern'd rock nly days were led ; 
The ruihing ocean murrour'd o'er myheiid. 

Now, 
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(Tow, fince her prefenoe ^ads our mxnRon, &y,^ 
For fuch defert what fcrvicc can I p^jr > 
VoHchfafe^ O Thetis'! at our board to (hare ^f^: 
The genial rites, and hofpitable fare ; 
While I -die labours of the forge forego. 
And bid the roaring bellows ceafe to blow. 

Then from his anvil the lame artift rofe; 
Wide with didorted legs oblique he goes> ^fSa 

And ftills the bellows, and (in orderlaidj 
Locks in their chefts his infiruments of trade. 
Then with a fponge the footy workman dreft 
His brawny arms imbrown'd, and hairy bread. 
With his huge fceptre graced, and red attire, 48^ 
Came halting fordi the Sovertign of the fire : 
The moharch's fteps tw6 female forms uf^old. 
That mov'd, and brea^'d, in animated gold ; 
To whom was voice, and fenfe, and fcience given 
Of works divine, (fuch wondeirs are in heaven^!) 490 
On thefe fupported, with Unequal gait. 
He reached the throne where penfive Thetis fate; 
There, placed befide her on the (hining frame. 
He thus.addrefs'd the Silver-footed Dame : 

Theer welcome Goddefs ! what occafion calls 49^ 
(So long a.ftranger) to thefe honoured walls? 
'Tis thine, fair Thetisr the command to lay. 
And Vulcan's joy and duty to obey. 

To whom the mournful mother thus- replies 
(The cryftal drops flood trembling in her eyes) go0 
Oh, Vulcan ! fay, was ever breaft divine 
So pierc'd with forrows, fo.o'erwhdm'd, as mine ? 

I or. 
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'Of aH the Goddeffes, did Jove prepare 
For Thetis only fuch a weight of care ? 
I, only I, of all the watery race, ^ojf 

By force fubjefted to a man's embrace. 
Who, finking now with age and forrow, pays 
The mighty fine impos'd on length of days. 
Sprung from my bed, a god-like hero came, 
The braveft fure that ever bore the name ; 510^ 

Like fome fair plant, beneath ray careful hand. 
He grew, he flourifli'd, and he grac'd the land : 
To Troy I fent him ! but his native (hofe 
Never; ah never, (hall receive him more ; 
|Ev'n while he lives, he waftes with fecret woe) 51 j 
Nor I, a Goddefs, can retard the blow ! 
Robb*d of the prince the Grecian fuffrage gave. 
The king of nations forc'd his royal flave : • 
For this he griev'd ; and, till the Graks oppreft 
Hequir'd his arm, he forrow'd unredreft. 520 

Large gifts they promife, and their elders fend; 
In vain— he arms not, but permits his friend 
His arms, his fteeds, his forces, to employ ; 
He marches, combats, almoft conquers Troy. 
Then, flain by Phoebus (Beftor had the name) 525 
At once refigns his armour, life, and fame. 
But thou, in pity, by my prayer be won : 
Grace with immortal arms this fhort-liv'd fon. 
And to the field in martial pomp reflore, ■ 
^o fhine with glory, till he (hines no more ! 530 

To her the Artift-god : Thy griefs refign. 
Secure, wiiat Vulcan can, is ever thine. 
■r • ^ O could 
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'0 could I hide him from the Fates as well. 
Or with thefe hands the cruel ftroke repel, 
A« I ihall forge moft cnvj-'d arms, the gaze jj j 

Of wondering ages, and the wodd's amaze 1 
Thus having faid, the Father of the firee 
To the black labours of his forge retires. 
Soon as he bade them blow, the bellows turn'd 
Their iron mouths ; and where the furnace bum'd, 54^ 
Refounding breath'd : at once the blaft expires. 
And twenty forges catch at once, the fires ; 
Juft as the God direds, now loud, now low. 
They raife a temped, or they gently blow« 
^ hiflin^ flames huge fllver bars are roU'd, 54 j' 

And ilubbom brafs, and tin, and folid gold : 
Before, deep fix'd, th- eternal anvils (land ; 
The ponderous hammer loads his better hand. 

His left with tongs turns the vex'd metal round, 
And thick, ilrong {lcokes,the doubling vaults rebounds 
Then firft he form'd th' immenfe and folid Ihield ; 

Kich various artifice emblaz'd the field ; 

Its utmofl verge a threefold circle bound ; 

A filver chain fufpends the mafly round ; 

Rve ample^plates the broad expanfe compofe, j;^ j 

And god-like labours on the furface rofe. 

There fhone the image of the mafter-mind : 

There earth, there heaven, theie ocean, he defign'd ; 

Th* unwearied fun, the moon cpmpleatly round ; 

Slic ftarry lights that heaven's high convex crown'd ;. 

The Pleiads, Hyavlb, with the northern team ; 

And great Orion't more r^lgent beam ; >- 

t \ To 
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To which, around the axle of the &y. 

The Bear revolving points his golden eye, 

StiU ihines exalted on th' setheteal plain, g6^ 

Nor bathes his blazing forehead in die main.- 

Two cities radiant on the fhield appear. 
The image one of peace, and one of war.- 
Here facred pomp and genial feafi; delight^- 
And folemn dance^ and Hymenaeal rite^ fj^ 

Along the ftreet the new-made brides are led. 
With torches flatming,< to the nuptial bed : 
The youibful daticers in a circle boutid 
To the foft flute, and cittem'aiilver found : 
Through the fair Ibeetsi the matrons in- a row $7^ 
Stand in.fheir porches^ and enjoy the (how. 

There, in the forum fwarm a numerous train,- 
The fubjed of debate, a-townfman flain : 
One pleads the floie difcharg'd, which ohe deny'd. 
And bade die public and the laws decide :- 5180 

The witnefe is pitoduc'd on either hand : 
For this, or that, the partial people (land ;- 
Th' appointed heralds ftill the noify bands. 
And form a ring, with fceptresr in their handd. 
Onfeatsof ilone,^ within the facred place,- jSj^ 

The reverend elders nodded o'er the cafe ;- 
Alternate, each th' attdling fceptre took. 
And, riling folemn, each his fentence fpoke. 
Two golden talents lay amidft, in fight. 
The prize of him who bcft adjudg'd the right. 590* 

Another part (a profped^ differing far) 
Glow'd with refulgent arnis, and horrid war* 



Two 
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Two mighty hofts a Icaguer'd town eipbrace, - 

And one would pillage, one would bum the place. 

Meantime the townfmen, arm'd with filcnt care, 595 

A fecret ambuih on the foe prepare : 

Their wives, their children, and the watchful band 

Of trembling parents* on the turrets Hand. 

They march ; by Pallas and by Mars made bold : 

Gold were the Gods, their radiant garments gold, 600 

And gold their armour.: thefe the fquadron led^ 

Auguft, divine, fuperior by the head! 

A place for ambuih fit, they found, and flood 

CoverM with ihieids, befide a filver flood. 

Two fpies at diflance lurk, and watchful feem 60c 

If (h^p or oxen feek the winding ilream. 

Soon the white flocks proceeded o er the plains. 

And fleers flow moving, and two fliq>herd fwains ; 

Behind them^ piping on their reeds, they go. 

Nor fear an ambuih, nor fufped a foe. 619 

Jn arms the glittering fquadron riiing rQnnd, 

Kufh fudden ; hills of flaughter heap the ground ; 

Whole flocks and herds lie bleeding on the plains. 

And, all amidft them, dead, the fliepherd fwains ! 

The bellowing oxen the befiegcrs hear^ 61 j 

They rife, take horfe, approach, and meet the war ; 

They fight, they fall, befide the filver flood ; 

The waving filver feem'd to blufli with blood. 

There tumult, there contention, flood confeft ; 

One rear'd a dagger at a captive's bread, 62a 

'One held a living foe, that frefhly bled 

With new-made wounds ; another dragg'd a dead ; 

Now 
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Now here, now there; the carcafes they tore : 
Fate ftalk'd amidft them; grim with human gore, 
4Lnd the whole war came out, and met the eye ; 625: 
And each bold figure fcem'd to live, or die. 

A field deep-furrow'd, next, the G6d defign'd. 
The third time labour'd by the fweating hind ; 
Thefliining (hares full many ploughmen guide. 
And turn their crooked yokes on every fide ^ 630* 
Still as at either end they wheel around, > 
The mailer meets them- with his goblet crown'd ;i 
The hearty draught rewards, renews their toil, . 
Then back the turning [^ough-fhares cleave the foil r 
l^hind, the rifmg earth in ridges roll'd: 655.: 

And fable look'd, though form'd of mokemgold;. 

Another field rofe high with waving grain ; 
With bended fickles (land the reaper- train : 
Here, llretch'din canks> thelevel'd fwarths are found, ^ 
Sheaves heap'd on (heaves here thicken up the ground*. 
With fweeping ftroke the mowers ftrow the land* ;. 
The gatherers follow, and collet in bands ; 
And laft the children, in whofe arms are borne 
(Too fhort to gripe them) the brown (heaves ofconi*. 
The ruftic monarch of the field defcries, 645.' 

With filent glee, the heaps around him rife* 
A ready banquet on the turf is laid. 
Beneath, an ample oak's, expanded (hade. 
The viftim.ox the fturdy youth prepare; 
'Pie reaper's due repaft, the womens' care- d^pt 

Next, ripe in yellow gold, a vineyard (hines. 
Bent with the ponderous hvvcft of it« vines ;, .4 
V A dccpcft 
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A deeper dye the dangling clufters fhow. 
And, carl'd on filver. props, in order glow : , 

A darker metal mixt, intxench'd the place ; 6§g; 

And pales of glittering tin th' enclofiare grace. 
To this, one path-way gently-winding leads,. 
Where march a train, with baikets on their heads 
(Fair niaids, and blooming youths) that fmiling bear 
Xhc purple produft of th' autumnal year. 660 

To thefe a youth- awakes the warbling firings* 
Whofe tender lay the fate of Linus iings ;. , 

In xneafur*d. dance behind him move the train^. 
Tune foft the voice, and anfwer to the drain. 

Here, herds of oxen march, eredl and bold, 66^- 
Rear high their horns, and feem to low in gold. 
And fpeed to meadows, on whofe founding fhores. 
A rapid torrent through the rufhes roar& : 
Four golden herdfmen as their guardians ftand. 
And nine four dog& compleat the ruftic band. 670 
Two lions rufhing from the wood appeared. 
And feiz'd a bull, the mailer of the herd : 
He roar'd : in vain the dogs, the men, withilood ;. 
They tore his flefh, and drank the fable blood.. 
The dogs (oft chear'd in. vain) dcfert the prey, 67 j, 
Dread the grim teirours, and at diflance bay- 
Next this, the eye the art of Vulcan leads 
Deep through fair foreils, and a length of meads j.. 
And ilalls, and folds, and fcatter'd cots between ; 
And ileeCy flocks, that whiten all the fcene. 680. 

A figur'd dance fucceeds : fuch once was feen 
In lofty Gnoflus ; for the Cretan queen, 

Formrd. 
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Fornor'd by Dxdalean art : a comely band 
^f youths and maiden3> bounding hand in hand* 
The maids in foft cymars of linen dreft ; 685 

The youths all graceful in the glofly. ?eft : 
Of thofe the locks with flowery wreaths inrollM | 
■-Of thefe :the fides adorn'd with fwords of gold^ 
That, glittering gay, from filver belts depend* 
Now all at once they rife, at once defcend 690 

With weH-taught feet : now (hape, in oblique way», 
<^onfus'dly regular, the moving maze : 
Now forth at once, too fwift for fight, they (pring. 
And undiftinguifti'd bicndthe flying ring: 
So whirls a wheel, in giddy circle toft, 69 J 

And rapid as it runs« the fingle fpokes are 1q(I« 
The gazing multitudes admire around. 
Two aftive tumblers in the centre bound ; 
Now high, now low, their pliant limbs they bend : 
And general fongs the fprightly revel end. 700 

Thus the bread (hield complete the artift crown 'd 
With his laft hand, and pour'd the ocean round ; 
In living filver feem'd the waves to roll. 
And beat the buckler's verge, and bound the whole. 

This done, whate'er a warriour's ufe requires, 70^ 
He forg'd 5 the cuirafs that outftiines the fires. 
The greaves of duclile tin, the helm impreft 
With various fculpture, and the golden creft. 
At Thetis feet the finilh'd labour lay ; 
She, as a falcon, cots th' aerial way, 710" 

Swift from Olympus* fnowy fummit flies. 
And bears the blazing prefcnt through the fkies. 

T H E 
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ARGUMENT. 

The Reconciliation of Achilles and Agamemnoff* 

THETIS brings to her fon the armour made hj Vnlcan. 
She preferves the body of his friend from commtion^ 
and commands him to aflen^le the army, to declare 
his refentment at an end. Agamemnon and Achilles 
are folemnly reconciled : theipeeches, prefents, and 
ceremoniesy on that occafion. Achillea is with great 
difficulty perfuaded to refrain from the battle tifl the 
troops have refrefhed themfelves, by the advice of 
Ulyfles. The prefents are conveyed to the tent of 
Achilles ; where Brif<nf laments over the body of 
Patroclos. The hero obftinately refufes alt repaft, 
and gives himfelf up to lamentation for his friend. 
Minerva dcfcends to ftrenethen him, by the order 
c^ Jupiter. ^He arms for the fight: his appearance 
deicribed. He addrefles himfelf to his horfes> and 
reproaches them with the death of Patroclus. One 
of^them is miraculoufly endued with voice, and in- 
fpired to prophefy his fate ; but the hero, not afto* 
nifhed by that prodigy, rufhes with fury to the 
combat. 

The thirtieth day. The fcene is on the feft-ftofCw 
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SO O N as Aurora hcav'd her orient head 
Above the wares, that bluih'd with early red 
(With new-bom day to gladden mortal iight. 
And gild the courts of heaven with facred light) 
Th' immortal arms the Goddefs-mother bears 5 

Swift to her ion : her fon fhe finds in tears 
Stretch'd o'er Patroclus' corpfe j while all the reft 
The fovercign's forrows in their own cxpreft. 
A ray divine her heavenly prefence Ihed, 
.And thqs» his band foft-touching^ Thetis faid : 10 

Supprefs {my foa) this rage of grief, and know 
It was not xnan, but Heaven, that gave the blow j 
Behold what arms by Vulcan are beftow'd ? 
Arms worthy thee, or fit to grace a Qod. 

Then drops the radiant burden on the ground; 1.5 
Clang the ftro^g arm$4 and rin^; the fbores around; 
Back itu'wk the Myrmidons with.dread furprize. 
And from the broad eSUlgeQce tujm'd their eyes. 
Unmoved, the hero kindles at the IbQW, 
And feds with rage divine his bofom glow ; 20 

From his fierce eye-balls living fls^mes expire^ 
And flafii ioc^ant like a ftream of fire ; 

0% He 



d by Google 



tfS P P E- • S H O M E R. 

He turns the radiant gift ; and feeds his mind 
On all th' immortal artift had defign'd. 

Goddefs! (he cry'd) thefe glorious arms that fhinc ig 
With matchlefs art, confefs the hand di-vine. 
Now to the bloody battle let me bend : 
But ah! the relicks of my flaugh^r'd friend! 
In thofe wide* wounds through which his fpirit fled. 
Shall flies, and worms obfcene pollute the dead ? 30 

That unavailing care be laid afide, 
(The azure Goddefs to her fon reply *d) 
Whole years untouch 'd, uninjur'd, Ihall remain, 
Frielh as in life, the carcafe of the flain. 
But go, Achilles (as affairs require) 2S 

Before the Grecian peers renounce thrne ire : 
Then uncontrol'd in boundlefs war engage, ' 
And Heaven with ftrength fupply the mighty rage ! 

Therein the noftrils of the flain flie pour'd 
Neftareous drops, and rich ambrofia fliower'd 40 
O'er all the corpfe. The flies forbid their prey, 
Untbuch'd it refts^ and facred from decay. 
Achilles to the ftrand obedient went : 
The fliores refounded with the voice he fent. 
"The' heroes heard, and all the naval train 4^ 

Thit tend the fliips, or guide them o'er the main, 
Alarm'd, tranfported, at the well-known founds 
Frequent and full, the great aflembly crown'd ; » - » 
Studious to fee that terrour of the plain, 
X.ong loft to battle, fliine in arms again. • jt> 

TydidcsTBid'Ulyfles firft appear, , • 

Lame with their wounds, and leaning on the fpeai*; - 

llefc 
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TThefe on the facrefd feats of council plac'd; 
The king of iHien, Atrides, came the laft; 
He too fore wounded by Agenor's fon« 5 j 

Achilles (rifing in the midft) begun : 

Oh Monarch I better far had been the fate 
Of thee, of me, of all the Grecian ftate. 
If, (ere the day when by mad paffion fway'd, 
Rafh we contended for the black-ey'd maid) 60 

Preventing Dian had difpatch'd her dart. 
And (hot the (hining mifchief to the heart : 
Then many a hero had not prefs'd the (hore. 
Nor Troy's glad fields been fattened with our gore : 
Long, long (hall Greece the woes we caus'd bewail, 6j 
And fad pofterity repeat the tale. 
But this, no more the fubje^l of debate^ 
Is paft, forgotten, and refign'd to fate : 
Why (hould, alas ! a mortal man, as I» 
Bum with a fury than can never die ? 70 

Here then my anger ends ; let war fucceed. 
And ev'n as Greece has bled, let Ilion bleed. 
Now call the hofts, and try, if in our fight 
Troy yet (hall dare to camp a fecond night ? 
I deem their mightieft, when this arm he knows, 75 
Shall 'fcape with tranfport, and with joy repofe. 

He faid : his finilh'd wrath with loud acclaim 
The Greeks accept, and (hout Pelides* name. 
When thus, not rifing from his lofty throne* 
In ftate unmov'd, the king of men begun : So 

Hear me, ye fons of Greece ! with filence hear ! 
And grant your monarch an impartial-car ; 

O3 Awliii* 
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A while your lond, untimely joy fufpettd. 

And let your fafti, injurious clamours ^d : 

Unruly murmurs, or ill-tim'd applaufe, 9§ 

Wrong the beft fpeaker, andthejufteft caufe. 

Nor charge on me, ye Greeks, the dire debate : 

Know, angry Jove, and all-compelling Fate, 

With fell Erinnys, urg*d my wrath that day 

When from Achilles' arms I forc'd the prey. 90 

What then could I againft lAit will of HeaveA ? 

Not by myfelf, but vengeful Ate driven ; 

She, Jove's dread daughter, fated to infeft 

The race of mortals, enter'd in my breaft. 

Not on the gtoond that haughty Fury treads, 9 j 

But prints her lofty feotileps on the heads 

Of mighty men; inflidling as (he goes 

Long fettering wounds, inextricable woes ! 

Of old, (he ftalk'd amid the bright abodes ; 

And Jove himfelf, the Sire of men and Gods, lod 

The world's great ruler, felt her venom'd dart j 

Deceiv'd by Juno's wiles, and female art. 

For when Alcmena's nine long months were run. 

And Jove expelled his immortal fon : 

To Gods and GoddefTes th' unruly joy 105 

He (how'd, and vaunted of his matchlefs boy : 

From us (he faid) this day an infant fprings. 

Fated to rule, and born a king of kings. 

Saturnia afk'd an oath, to vouch the truth. 

And fix'd dominion on the favouf'd youth. 1 10 

The Thunderer, unfufpicious of the fraud, 

Pronounc'd thofe foltmn words that bind a God* 

The 
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The joyful Godddt from Olympus' height^ 
Bwift to Achaian Argos bent her flight ; ' 
Scarce feven laoons gone, lay Sthenelus's wife i 1 1 j 
She pufli'd het lingerittg infant into life ; 
Her charms Aicmena's comii^ hbours fts^» 
And ftoplfaebabe» jnft ifluing to the day. 
Then bid^ Satumius bear his oath in mind ; 
^ A youth (faid (he) of Jove's immortal kind 1 20 

*< Is this day bom : from Sthenelus he fpringt> 
*' And claims thy promife to be king of kings." 
Grief feiz'd the Thunderer, by his oath engag'd ; 
Stung to the foul, heforrow'd, and he rag'd. 
From his ambrofial head, where pcrch'd (he fate. 11^ 
He fnatch'd the Fury-Goddefs of debate. 
The dread, th' irrevocable oath he fwore, 
Th' immortal feats (hould ne'er behold her more ; 
And whirl'd her headlong down, for ever driven 
From bright Olympus and the ftarry heaven : 1 30 

Thence on the nether world the Fury fell ; 
Ordain'd with man's contentious race to dwell. 
Full oft the God his fon's hard toils bemoan'd, 
Curs'd the dire Fury, and in fecret groan'd. 
£v'n thfis^ like Jove himfelf, was I mifled, ij^ 

While raging Hedor heap'd our camps with dead. 
What can the errors of my rage atone ? 
My martial tro€|)5, my treafures, are thy own : 
This inftant from the navy (hall be fent 
Whate'er Ulyffcs pramis'd at thy tent : 14.0 

But thou! appeas'd, propitious to our prayer, 
Refume thy arms, ^and (hine again in war. 

O4 Oking 
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O king of nations ! whoTe fuperio'r (wzy 
(Returns Athilles) all oar bofts obey ! 
To keep or fend tbe prefents, be thy care; 14; 

To us, 'tis equal : all we aflc is war. 
While yet ve talk, or but an inftant Ihun 
The fight, our glorious work remains undone. 
Let every Greek, who fees my fpear confound 
The Trojan ranks, and deal deitrudion round, 159 
With emulation what I ad furvey; 
And learn from thence the bufinefs of the day# 

The fon of Peleus thus : and thus replies 
The great in councils, Ithacus the wife: 
Though, god'like, thou art by no toils oppreft, .15; 
Atleaft our armies claim repaft and rdl : 
Long and laborious muft the combat be. 
When by the Gods infpir*d, and led by thee. 
Strength is deriv'd from fpirits and from blood. 
And thofe augment by generous wine and food : 160 
What boaftful (on of war, without that ftay. 
Can lafl a hero through a fingle day ? ' 

Courage may prompt ; but, ebbing out his ftrength. 
Mere unfupported man moft yield at length ; 
Shrunk with dry famine, and with toils declined, 165 
The drooping body will defert the mind : 
But built anew with ilrength-conferring fare. 
With limbs and foul untam'd, he tires a war* 
Difmifs the people then, and give command. 
With ftrong repaft to hearten every band ; 1 70 

But let the prefents to Achilles made 
In full affembly of all Greece be laid. 
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The kiog of men (hall rife in public fight. 
And folemn fwear (obfervant of the rite) 
That, fpotlefs as ihe came, the maid removes, 175 
Pure from his arms, and guiltlefs of his loves. 
That done, a fumptuous banquet fhall be made. 
And the full price of injured honour paid. 
Stretch pot henceforth, O prince ! thy fovereign might 
Beyond the bounds of reafon and of right ; 1 80 

'Tis the chief praife that e'er to kings belong'd. 
To right with juftice whom with power they wrong'd. 

To him the monarch : Juft is thy decree. 
Thy words give joy, and wifdom breathes in thee. 
Each due atonement gladly I prepare ; 1 85 

And Heaven regafd me as I juftly fwear! 
Here then a while let Greece aflembled ftay. 
Nor great Achilles grudge ithis ftiort delay : 
Till from the fleet our prefents be convey 'd. 
And, Jove attefling, the firm compa^ made* 196 

A train of noble youths the charge fhall bear; 
Thefe to feledt, UlyfTes, be thy care : 
In order rank'd let all our gifts appear. 
And the fair train of captives clofe the rear: 
Talthybius (hall the viftim boar convey. 1 95 

Sacred to Jove, and yon bright orb of day» 

For this (the flern iEacides replies) 
Some lefs important feafon may fuffice. 
When the flern fury of the war Is o'er. 
And wrath extinguifh'd burns my breaft no more, 200 
By Hedor flain, their faces to the iky. 
All grim with gaping wounds our heroes lie : 

Thofc 
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Thofe call to Timl and, in%ht mf y<Hce incite^ 
Now, now, this inftatit, (hoald commence the ight x 
Then, when the dtj't complete, let generoQs bbwls^ 
And copious banipiets, gkd your weary fouls. 
Let not my palate know the tafte of food. 
Till my infatiate rage be cloy'd with blood : 
Pale lies my friend with woonds disfignr'd o'er> 
And his cold feet are pointed to the door. 2 l(t 

Revenge is all my foul ! no meaner care, 
Inteteil, or thought, has room to harbour there ; 
Deilrudion be my feaft^ knd mortal wounds. 
And Scenes of blood, and agonizing founds* 

O firft of Greeks (Ulyfles thos rejoined) 21$ 

The beft and braved of the warnour-kind I 
Thy praife it is in dreadful camps to (hine. 
But old experience and calm wifdom, mind. 
Then hear vtiy counfel, and to reafon yield. 
The braveft foon are fattate of the field ; tt^ 

Though v^ the heaps that ftrow the crimfon plain. 
The bloody harveft brings but little gain : 
The fcale of conqueft ever wavering lies. 
Great Jove but turns it, and the viftor dies! 
The great, the bold, by thoufands daily fall, itf 
And endlefs were the griefs to weep for allr 
Eternal forrows what avails to fhed ? 
Greece honours not with folemn fads the dead : 
Enough, when death demands the brave, to pay 
The tribute of a melancholy day. 230 

One chief with patience to the grave refign'd. 
Our care devolves ob others left behind. 

Let 
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Let generous food fappliei of fttength produce. 
Let ti&Bg ijpitits flow from fprightljr jtiioe» 
let their warm heads with fcenes of battle glow, t$j 
And pour new f otiet on the ieebler foe. 
Yet a (hort interval, and none (hall dare 
Exped a iecond fummons to the war ; 
Who waitt fbr that, the dire effed ihall find. 
If trembling in the fhips he lag« behind, i^.# 

Embodied, to die battle let us bend. 
And all at onoe on haughty Troy defcend* 

And now the delegates Ulyflfes fent, 
To bear the prefents from the royal tent. 
The fons. of Neftor, Phylens' valiant heir, 44^. 

Thias and Merion, thunderbolts of war. 
With Lycomedes of Creontian ftrain. 
And Melanippus, form'd the chofen train* 
Swift as the word was given, the youths obey'd 1 
Twice ten bright vafes in the midft they laid ; 2^^ 
A row of fix fair tripods then fucceeds : 
And twice the number of high-bounding deeds; 
Seven captives next ft lovely line oompofe; 
tlie eighth Brifeis, like the blooming rofe, 
Clos'd the bright band: great Ithacus, before, t^f 
Hrft of the train, the golden talents bore : 
"Hie reft in puUic view the chiefs difpofe^ 
A fplendid fcene! then Agamemnon rofe : 
The boar Talihybius held : the Grecian lord 
Dtew the broad cutlafs, ftieath'd beiide his fword ; 266 
The ftubbom brtftlcs from the vidim's brow 
He crops, and offering meditates hii yow» ^ 

His 
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His hands uplifted to th' attefting Ikics, 
On heaven's broad marble roof Avercfix'd his eyes; 
Thefokmn words a deep attention draw, 26^ 

And Greece around fat thrill'd with facred awe. 

Witnefs, thoufirfti thou greateft Power above ! 
All-good, all-wife, and all-furyiving Jove ! 
And Mother-earth, and Heaven's revolving light. 
And ye, fell Furies of the realms of night, 270 . 

Who rule the dead, and horrid woes prepare 
For perjur'd kings, and all who falfely fwcar! 
The black-ey'd maid inviolate removes. 
Pure and unconfcious of my manly loves. 
If this be falfe. Heaven all its vengeance flied, 2^^ 
And level'd thunder ftrike my guilty head ! 

With that, his weapon deep inflidlsthe wound; 
The bleeding favagc tumbles to the ground; 
The facred herald rolls the. vidlim flain ! 

(A feaft for filh) into the foaming main. 2 So 

Then thus Achilles : Hear, ye Greeks ! and know . 
Whate'er we feel, 'tis Jove inflids the woe : 
Not elfe Atrides could our rage inflame. 
Nor from my arms, unwilling, force the dame* 
'Twas Jove's high will alone, o'er-ruHng all, 28^ 

That doom'd our ftrife, and doom'd the Greeks to fall. 
Go then, ye chiefs ! indulge the genial rite! 
Achilles waits you> and cxpefts the fight. 

The fpeedy council at his word adjoum'd : 
To their black veflels all .the Greeks return'd. 290 
Achilles fought his tent. His train before 
Marc]\'d onward, l?cnding with the gifts they; bore. .; 

Thofc 
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Thofc in thctents the Yquires mduftrious fpread 2 ' 

The foaming couriers to the flails they led • 

To. their new feats the female captives move: 295 

Brifeis, radiant as the Qaeen of Love, 

Slow as ihe paflr, beheld with fad furvey. 

Where, gafliM with cruel woands, Patroclus lay : 

Prone on the body fell the heavenly fair, 

Be^t her fad breaft, and tore her golden haijr ; 300 

All beautiful in grief, her humid eyes 

Shining with tears (he lifts, and thus (he cries : 

Ah, youth for ever dear, for ever kind. 
Once tender friend of my diftra^ed mind 1 
I l^ft thee frelh in life, in beauty gay I 30 j 

Now find thee cold, 'inanimated clay ! 
What woes my wjetched race of life attend ! 
Sorrows on forrows, never doom'd to end ! 
The firft lov'd conibrt of my virgin-bed 
JBefore thefe eyes in fatal battle bled I 310 

My three brave brothers in one mournful day. 
All trod the daik irremeable way : 
Thy friendly hand uprear'd me from the plain. 
And dry'd my forrows for a hufband flain ; 
^Achilles' care you promised I fhould prove, 3 1 y 

The firft, the-deardl partner of his love ; 
That rites divine fhould ratify the band. 
And make me emprefs in his native land. 
Accept thefe grateful tears! for thee they flow, 
for thee, that ever felt another's woe I 320 

Her fifter captives echoed groan for groan, 
Kor moum'd Patroclus fortunes, but their own : - 
... 2 The 
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The kaden pids'd the chief on evtrj fide; 
Unmov'd, he heard them, aad with fighs deay'i^: 

If yet AehiUcs have a friend, whofe care 32I 

Is bent to pleafe hin* this requeft Ibrbeaf : 
Till yonder fn» defcend. ah let me pay . 
To grief and aaguilh one aUlemioua day. 

Hefpoke, and from the wacriours tam'd his &ee : 
(Yet dill the hrother-kings of Atreus' race, f 30 

Neftor, Idomenena, Ulyfles fage« 
And Phoenix, ftrive to calm his grief and n^ : 
His rage they calm not, nor hi> grief control 5 
He groans, he raves, he ibrrows lirom his foui. 
; Thou too, Patroclua ! (dius his heart he vents) 335 
Once fpread th' inviting banquet ia our tents : 
Thy fwect fofiiety, thy winning caie» 
Once ftaid Achilles, rulhing to di^ war. 
But now, alas! to death^s cold arms icfign^d, 
(What banquets but revenge can glad my sund ? 310 
What gnpater ibrrow could affii^ my bieaft. 
What more, if hoary Peleos were deceased f 
Who nQW, perhaps, in Phthia dreads to hear 
His Ton's f^d fate, and drops a tender tear* 
;What more« ihoqld Neoptolemus the brave ^4^ 

(My only offspring) fink into the grave ^ 
If yet that oflTspring Hves (I diftaat far. 
Of all negledlfol, wage a hateful war). 
I could not this, diis cruel ftroke attend; 
Fate claim'd Achilles, but might fpare his fiieild^ jp 
I hop'd Patrocjus might furvive, to rear 
My tender orphan, with a pfueat's eait* . . \ 

From 
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From Schy ro« iile coadqd him o'er th« malA^ 
^nd glad kis c}«ft with hit paternal raign^ 
The lofty palace/ and the krgp domain ; 555 

For Peleas breathes no naone the vital air. 
Or drags a wretched life of age and care. 
Bat till the news of my iad £iie invades 
His haftening fool, and finks him to theihadet. 

Sighing he (aid. His grief the hevoesj^ttn'd; 560 
Each ftole a tear for what he left behind* 
Their mingled grief the Sire of Heaven furvey'd; 
And thus, with pity, to his bkie-ey'd Maid : 

Is then Achilles now no more thy care. 
And doft thou thos deiert the great in war ? 5$ r 

Lo, where yon fails their convaft wings extend, 
AH comfortleis he fits, and wails his friend : 
Etethirfl and want his forces have <^preft, 
Haile, and infufe ambrofia in his breaft. 

He fpoke i and fudden, at the word of Jove, jyo 
Shot the defcending GoddeA from above. 
So fwift through aether the (hrill Harpy fpring*. 
The wide air floating to her ample wings. 
To great Achilles (he her flight addieft. 
And pour'd divine ambrofia in his breaft, ^je 

With nedar fweet (refeaion of the Gods i) 
Then, fwift afcending, fought the bright abodes. 

Now ifltied from the (hips the warriour-train. 
And, tike a dehige, pour'd upon the plain. 
As when the piercing hlafts of Boreas blo^, 48^ 

And fcatter o'er the fields the driving fnow ; 
From duiky clouds the fleecy winter flies, 
Whofc dazding luftre whitens, all the ikies : 
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So helms fucceeding helms, fo (hields from (hields 
Catch the quick beams, and brighten all the fields ; 3 8 $ 
Broad-glittering brcaft-plates, fpears with pointed rays. 
Mix in one ftream, refledHng blaze on blaze i 
Thick beats the.centre as the conifers bound. 
With fplendour flame the fkies, and laugh the fields 
aix>\ind. 

• Full in the midft, high-towering o'er the reft, 390 
His limbs in arms divine Achilles dreft; 

Arms which the Father of the Fire beftow'd, 

Forg'd on th' eternal anvils of the God. 

Grief and revenge his furious heart infpire; 

His glowing eye-balls roll with living fire ; 595 

He grinds his teeth ; and, furious with delay. 

Overlooks th' embattled hoft, and hopes the bloody day* 

The filver cuifhes firft his thighs infold : 
Then o'er his breaft was brac*d the hollow gold : 
The brazen fword a various baidrick ty 'd, 400 

That, ftarr'd with gems, hung glittering at his fide ; 
And, like the moon, the broad refulgent ihield 
Blaz'd with long rays, and gleam 'd athwart the field. • 

So to night- wandering failors, pale with fears, 
Wide o'er the watery wafte, a light appears, 40^ 

Which, on the far-feen mountain blazing high. 
Streams from fome lonely watch-tower to the (ky : 
With mournful eyes they gaze, and gaze again ; 
Loud howls the ftorm, and drives them o'er the main. 

• Next, his high head the helmet grac'd ; behind 41 o 
The fweepy creft hung floating in the wind : 

Like the red flar, that from his flaming hair 
Shakes down difeafes, peflilence^ and war; 

So 
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S6 ftream'd the golden honours from his head. 
Trembled the fparkling plumes, and the loofe glorie* 
filed. 415 

The chief beholds himfelf with wondering eyes * 
His arms he poifes, and his motions tries ; 
Buoy'd by fome inward force, he foems to fwim. 
And fscls a pinion lifting every limb. 

And now he (hakes his great paternal fpear, 42a 
Ponderous and huge ! which not a Greek could rear. 
From Petion's cloudy top an a(h entire 
Old Chiron fell'd, and (hap'd it for his fire ; 
A fpear which ftern Achilics only wields. 
The death of heroes, and the dread of fields. 425 

Automedon and Alcimns prepare 
Th' idimortal courfers and the radiant car 
(The filvcr traces fweeping at their fide) ; 
Their fiery mouths refplendent bridles ty'd. 
The ivory ftudded reins, returned behind, 430 

Wav'd o'er their backs, and to the chariot join'd. 
The charioteer then whiri'd the lafli around. 
And fwift afcended at one aflive bound. 
All bright in heavenly arms, above his fquirc 
Achilles mounts, and fets the field on fire ; 45 ^ 

Not*brighter Ph<fcbus, in th' etherial way. 
Flames from his chariot, and reftores the day 
High o'er the hoft all terrible he (lands. 
And thunders to his fteeds thefe dsead commands : 

Xanthos and fialius ! of Podarges' ftrain j 440^ 

(Unlefs ye boaft that heavenly race in vain) 
Be fwift, be mindful of the load ye bear. 
And learn to make your mailer more your care ; 

Vol, XLIX. P Through 

Digitized by Google 



tK> POPE'S H O M E1R. 

Through falling fquadrons bear my flaughtcritig fwdrd; 
Nor, as ye left Patroclus, leave your lord. 44J' 

The generous Xanthus, as the words he faid^ 
Seem'd fenfible of woe, and droop'd his head : 
Trembling he flood before the golden wain. 
And bow'd to duft the honours^ of his mane. 
When, ftrange to tell ! (fo Juno will'd) he bcoke 4,5a. 
£ternal iilence, and portentous- fpoke. 
Aphilles ! yes ! this day at leaft we bear 
Thy rage in fafety through the files pf war r 
But come il will, the fatal time muft come. 
Nor our's the fault, but God decrees thy doom. 45.J: 
Not through our crime, or flownefs in the coucfe. 
Fell thy Patroclus, but by heavenly force ; 
The bright far-ihooting God.^ho gilds the day 
(Confeil we faw him) tore his arms away.^ 
No^could our fwiftnefs o'er the winds prevail, 46a 
Or beat the pinions of the weflcrn gale. 
All were in vain — the Fates thy death demand,^ 
Due to a mortal and immortal hand. 

Then ceas'd for ever, by the Furies ty'd. 
His fateful voice,r Th' intrepid chief reply'd> 465, 
With unabated rage— So let it be ! > 
Portents and prodigies are loft on mc. * 

I know my fate, to die, to fee no more 
My much-lov'd parents, and my native ihore — 
Enough — when Heaven ordains, I fink in night ; 470 
Kow pcrilh Troy! hefaid, and ruih'd to fight. 
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ARGUMENT. 



The Battle of the Gods, and the Afts of Achilles. 

JUPITER, upon Achilles's retiifft to^thc battle, Cklls 
a council of the Gods, and permits them to aflift 
cither party. The tcrrours ot the battle defcribed^ 
when the Deities are engaged. Apollo encourages 
Mnczs to meet Achilles. After a long conveiTa- 
tion, thefe two heroes encounter; but ^neas is 
preferved by the afliftancc of Neptune. Achilles 
falls upon th« reft of the, Trojans, ,and is up0n the 
point of kilfirig Hedor, but Apollo conveys him 
away in a cloud. Achilles purfues the Trojans with 
a great flaughter. 

The fame day continues. The fcene is in the field 
before Troy. 
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BOOK XX. 

THUS reund Pdides breathing war and blood", 
Greece, (hcath'd in arms, bcfidc her veflcls ftood j 
While, near impending from a neighbouring height, 
Troy's black battalions wait the Ihock of iight. 
Then Jove to Themis gives command, to call j 

The Gods to council in the ftarry hall : 
Swift o'er Olympus' hundred hills fhe flies, ' 
And fummons all the fenate of the fkies, 
Thefe (hining on, in long proceflion come 
Te Jove's eternal adamantine dome. to 

Not one was abfent, not a rural Power, 
That haunts the verdant gloom, or rofy bower ; 
Each fair-hair'd Dryad of the fhady wood^ 
Each azure Sifter of the filver flood ; 
AH but old Ocean, Koary Sire I who keeps i r 

His ancient feat beneath the facred deeps. 
On marble thrones with lucid columns crown 'd 
(The work of Vulcan) fat the Powers around. 
Ev'n * he whofe trident fways the watery reign. 
Heard the loud fummons, and forfook the main, 20 
Aflum'd his throne amid the bright abodes. 
And queftion'd thus the Sire of men and Gods : 

P 5 Wha^ 

• Neptune^ 
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What moves the God who heaven and earth com- 
And grafps the thunder m his awful hands, [mands. 
Thus to convene the whole aetherial ftate ? 25 

Is Greece pnd. Troy the fubjeft in debate ? - 
Already ihet^ the lowering hofts appear. 
And death Hands ardent on the edge of war. 

'Tis true (the Cloud-compdling Power replies) 
This day, we call the council of the Ikies 30 

In care of human race ;* cy'n Jove's own eye 
Sees with regret unhappy mortals die, 
fan on Olympus' top in fecret ftate 
Ourfelf will fit, and fee the hand of Fate 
Work out our will. Celeftial Powers 1 defcend, 35 
And, as your minds direft, jour fuccour lend 
To either hoft. Troy foon muft lie o'erthrown. 
If uncontrol'd Achilles fights alone : 
Their troops but lately durft not meet his eyes ; 
V^hat can they now, if in his rage he rife ? 40 

AlTift them, Gods ! or Lion's facred wall 
May fall this day« though Fate forbids the fall. 
He faid, and fir'd their heavenly breafts with rage :. 
On advcrfe parts the warring Gods engage. 
Heaven's awful Queen ; and he whofe azure round 4^ 
6irds the vaft globe; the Maid in arms renown'd ; 
Hermes^ -of profitable arts the fire ; 
And Vulcan, the black fovereign of the fitt I 
Thefe to the fleet repair with inftant flight ; 
The veflels tremble as the Gods alight. 50 

In aid of Troy, Latona, Phoebus, came. 
Mars fiery-helm 'd^ the laughter-loving Dame, .. ^ 

Xanthui, 
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Xanthns, whofe dreams in golden currents flow. 
And the chafte Huntrejfs of the filver bow. 
Etc yet the Gods, their various aid employ, 5 j 

Each Argive bofom fwell'd with manly joy. 
While great Achilles (terrour of the plain) 
Long loft to battle, ihone in. arms again. 
Dreadful he ftood in front of all his hofl ; . 
Pale Troy beheld, and fecm'd already loft ; 60 

Her braveft heroes pant with inward fear. 
And trembling fee another God of War. 

But whfax the Powers defcending fwell'd the fight. 
Then tumult rofe ; fierce rage and pale affright 
Varied eaclj face ; then Difcord founds alarms, 65 
Earth echoes, and the nations ruih to arms. 
Now through the trembling (hores Minerva calls. 
And now (he thunders from the Grecian walls. 
Mars, hovering o'er his Troy, his terrours ftirouds 
In gloomy tempefts, and a night of clouds : 70 

Now- through each Trojan heart he fury pours 
With voice divine, from Uion's topmoft towers ; 
Noi$r fhouts to Simois from her beauteous hill ; . 
The mountain (hook, the rapid ftreams ftood ftill. 
Above, the Sire of Gods his thunder rolls, 75 

And peals on peals redoubled rend the poles. 
Beneath, flern Neptune (hakes the folid ground ; 
The forefts. wave, the mountains nod around ; . - 
Through all .their fumraits triemble Ida's woods,. 
And from their fources boil her hundred floods.., So 
Troy's turrets totter on the rocking plain ; - 

Aad the <of|'d navies, beat theihcaving main* ... : : ; 
- - P 4 Deep 
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Deep in the'difmal regions of the dead, ! 

Th' infernal monarch rear'd his horrid head^ 
Leap'd from bis throne^ left Neptune's aria fiioiild Itf 
His dark dominions open to the day. 
And pour-i{i light on Pluto's drear abodes, 
Abhorr'd by men, and dreadful cv'n to Goda* 

Such war th' immortals wage : fuch horrours read 
niie world's vaft conca:ve, when the Gods contend. 9a 
Firft filver-fhaftcd Phoebus took the plain 
Againft blue Neptune, monarch of the main : . 

The God of Arms his giant bulk difplay'd. 
Opposed to Pallas, War's triumphant Maid* 
Againft Latona march'd the Son of May ; gf 

The quiver'd Diim, fitter of the Day 
(Her golden arrows founding at her fide) 
Saturniaj Majefty of Heaven, dtfy*d» 
With fiery Vulcan kft in battle ftands 
Ths facred flood that rolls on golden fands • j oo 
Xanthus his name with thofe of heavenly birdi. 
But call'd Scamander by the fons of earth. 

While thus the Gods in various leagiic engage, 
Achilles glow'd with mote than mortal rage.: 
Hedor he fought; in fearch of Ho^r tum'd- loj 
His eyes .around, for Hcdlor only burn'd ; 
And burft like lightning through the ranks, and vow'^d 
To glut the God of Battles with his blood- 

JEneas was the firft who dar'd to ftay ; 
Apollo wedg'd him in the warriour's way, • . . i tiO 
But fweird his bofom with uadaunted might, 
Half-forc'd, and half-perfuaded, Jtp ,the iig^^ . 

. . Like 
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Like young Lyeaon, of die royal Uixc, 
In voice and afpc^, ftcm'd the Power divine ; 
And hade .the chief lefie^, how late with fcorn 1 1 5 
In diflant threats he brav'd the Goddef$-born« 

Then thus the hero of Anchifes ftrai^ ; 
To meet PeHde9« you perfuade in vain ; 
Alrrady have I nset, nor void of fear 
Obferv'd the fury of his flying fpear; no- 

From Ida's woods he chac'd us to the field. 
Our force he fcatter'd, and our herds he kilFd j 
LyrneOTus^ Pedafus, in alhes lay ; 
But (Jove affifting) I furviv'd the day ; 
Elfe had I funk, 0{^reft in fatal fight tzf 

By fierce Achilles and Minerva's might. 
Where'er he mov'd, the Goddefs (bone before. 
And bath'd his brazen lance in hc^ik gore. 
What mortal nsan Achtlks can fuftain ? 
Th' immortals guard him through the dreadful plain 
And fufFer not his dart to fall in vaim 
Were God my aid-, this arjM fhoald check his power. 
Though, ftrong in battle as a bfa^en towcn 

To whonv the Son of Jove : That God inqibie, . 
And be what great Achillcfi was bcfoce. 13^ 

From heavenly Venus thou deriv'ft thy drain* 
And he, but from a Siikr of the Main ; 
An aged Sea-god father of his line. 
But Jove himfelf the {acred fource of thine*. 
Then lift thy weapon for a noble Uow, 140 

Nor fear the vaunting of a mortal foe> 

This faid, and fpirit breath'd into his breaft^ 
Through the thick troops th' emboldcn'd hero preft : 

His 
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His venturous aft the white-arm'd Queen furvey'd, 
And thos, aflembiing all the Powers^ (he faid : t^^ 

^Behold an adlion, Gods ! that claims your care; 
Lo great .£neas rufliing to the war 5 
Againfl Pelides he direfts his courfe, 
Phoebus impels> and Phcebus gives him force. 
Reftrain his bold career ; at leaft> t' attend . 150 

Qnt favoured hero, let fome Power defcend. 
To guard his life, and add to his renown. 
We, the great armament of heaven, came down. 
Hereafter let him fall, as Fates defign. 
That fpun fo fbort his life's illuftrious line : 15 j 

But, left fome adverfe God now crofs his way. 
Give him to know what Powers affift this day : 
For how ihall mortal fland the dire alarms. 
When heaven's refulgent hoft appear in arms ? 

• Thus flie : and thus the God whofe force can make 
The folid globe's eternal bafis (hake : 
Againft the might of man, fo feeble known. 
Why (hould celeftial Powers exiert their own ? 
Suffice, from yonder mount to view the fcene. 
And leave to war the fates of mortal men. 165 

Butif th' Armipotent, or God of light, 
Obftrudl Achilles, or commence the fight. 
Thence on the Gods of Troy wc fwifi defcend : 
Full foon, I doubt not, ihall the cOnflid end ; 
And thefe,< in ruin and confufion hurl'd, 17O1 

Yield to our conquering arms the lower world. 

Thus having faid, the Tyrant of the Sea, 
Cerulean Neptune, rofe, and led the way. 

•^dvaoc'd 
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Advanc'd u^n thefield there ftood a mound 
prearth congeftedj walFd^ and trench'd arouud ; 175 
In elder'times to guard Alcides made 
(The w6rk of Trojans, with Minerva's aid) 
What-time a vengeful monfterof the main 
Swept the wide (hore^ and drove him to the plain. 
<" Here Neptune and the Gods of Greece repair, 180 
With clouds encompafs'd, and a veil of air : 
The adverfe^wers, around Apollo laid. 
Crown the fair- hills that filver Simoi's fhade. 
In circle clofe «ach heavenly party fate. 
Intent to form <the future fcheme of Fate ; jgr 

But mix not yet in fight, though Jove on high 
Gives the loud fignal, and the heavens reply. . 

Meanwhile the rufhing armies hid€ the ground ; 
The trampled centre yield« a hollow found : 
Steeds cas'd in mail, and chiefs in armour bright, 190 
The gleamy champain glows with brazen light. 
Amid both hofts {a dreadful fpace) appear 
There/ great' Achilles ; bold ^neas, here. 
With towering ftrides iEneas firft advanc'd, 
Tht nodding plumage on his helmet danc'd ; 19 j 

Spread o'ei^ his breail the fencing fhield he bore. 
And, as he mov'd, his javelin flam'd before. 
Not Co Pplides : furious to engage. 
He rufh'd in^petuous. Such the lion's rage. 
Who, viewing firft his foes with fcomful eyes, 200 
Thougn all in arms the peopled city rife. 
Stalks caiclefs on, with unregarding pride ; 
Till at the length, by fome brave youth defy'd^ *' 

To 
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*ro his bold fpeiir the favagc turns zHptm : 

Kcmurmurs fury with an hoUow groan 5 J05 

He grins, he fcains, he rolls his ey«s 9MrQ9ja4 ; 

Laih'd by his tail, his heaving fidea refund j 

He calls up all his rage ; he grinda his teeth* 

RefoWd on vengeance, or refolv'd on dearth* 

So; fiw^e Achilles on iEneaa flies; aio 

So ftands iSneas, and his force defies 

Ere yet the ftero encounter join'd, b^iia 

The feed of Thetis thus to Venus' (on : 

Why comes .^joeas through the ranka fo fai t 
Se^s he to meet Achilles' arm in war» 215 

in hope the r^lms of Priam to enjoy. 
And prove his merits to the throne of Troy i 
Grant that beneath thy lance Achilles diea. 
The martial monarch may lefuie the pri^ : 
Sq^s he has many : thofe thy pride may queil i 920 
And 'tis his fault to loee thofe fons too well* 
Or, in reward of thy vif^orious hand. 
Has Troy proposed fome fpacious track of Uad i 
An ample foreft, or a fair domaia. 
Of hill for vines, and arable for grain ? $i%^ 

Ev'n thi$> perhaps, will hardly prov« thy Iq|« ' 
But can Antilles be fo foon forgot ? 
Once (as I think) you faw thia brandifh'd fpcar. 
And then die gi^at iSneas feem'd to fesar. 
JiVith h^rty \i9&t from Ida's mount he fled, ijo 
Nor, till he reach'd Lyrneflus, tum'd his W<l» 
Her lofty walls not long our progrefs ftaid j 
Thofe, Pallas, Jove, mi we, in xm% bid; 

X III 
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In Grecian chains her captive race were <raft ; 
^jTft true, the gteiit iEncas fled too faft. tjf 

Defrauded of my conqueft once before. 
What then I loft, the Gods this dky reftore. 
Go ; white thou may'ft, avoid the threatening fftte ; 
Fools ftay to feel it, and are wife too kte. 
c To this Anchifes' fon : Such words eftif4oy 24.0 
To one that fears thee, fome unwarlike boy j 
Such we difdain ; the beft may be defy'd 
With mean re{>ioaches, and unmanly pride ; 
Unworthy the high race from which we came, 
^roclaim'd fo loudly by the voice of fame : »4.j' 

Each from illoftrious fathers draws his line $ 
Each Goddefs-born ; half human, half divine* 
Thetis', this day, or Venus' olipriYkg^ dies. 
And tears ihall trickle from celeftial ty^ : 
For when two Ix^roei, thus detiv'd, contend, 2;o 
'Tis not in words the glorious ilrife cart end. 
If yet thou fardier feek to learn my birth 
(A tale refounded through the fpacious earth) 
Hear how the glorious origin we prove 
l^'iiam ancient Datdanus, the firft from Jove: 255 
Dardania's walls he rais'd ; for Ilion then 
(The city fmce of many-languag'd men) 
Was not. The natives were content to till 
The ihady foot of Ida's fountful hill. 
From Dai^danuS) great Erichthonius fprings» 260 
The richeft, once, of Afia*s wealthy kings ; 
Threl thOttfand mares his fpacious pafhires bred^ 
Three thoufand feali befide ^heir^n^then fed. - 

Boreas, 
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Boreas, enamour 'd of the fprightly train, ^ ••' 

Concealed his godhead in a flowing mane^ 26^ 

With voice diiTembled to his loves he neigh'd^ 
And cours'd the dappled beauties o'^r the mead : 
Hence fprung twelve others of unrival'd kind. 
Swift as their mother mares, and father wind* 
JThefe, lightly ikimming when they fwept theplain,270 
Nor ply'd the grafs, nor bent the tender grain ; 
And when along the level feas they flew. 
Scarce on the furface curl'd the. briny dew; 
Such Erichthonius was : from him there came 
The facred Tros, of whom the Trojan name. 275 
Three fons renown'd adorn'd his nuptial bed, 
Ilus, Aflaracas, and Ganymed : 
The matchlefs Ganymed, divinely fair. 
Whom Heaven, enamoUr'd, fnatch'd to upper air 
To. bear the cup of Jove (aetherial gueft, a8a 

Th? grace and glory of th' ambrofial feaft}. . * 

The two remaining fons the line divide : 
Firft rofe Laomedon from Ilus' iide; 
From him Tithonius, now in cares grown old. 
And Priam (Weft with Hcftor, brave and bold :) tS^ 
Clytius and Lampus, e\'er-honour'd pair; 
And Hicetaon, thunderbolt of war. 
From great AfFaracus fprung Capys, he 
Begat Anchifes, and Anchifesme. * 

Such is our race : 'tis Fortune gives us birth, 290 
But Jove alone endues the. foul with worth : 
He, {puree of power and might ! with boundleft fway,' 
All humancourago gives, or takes away, , f ..* 

^ Long 
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Long in the field of words we may contend, ' 

Reproach is infinite, and knows no end, 295; 

Arm'd or with truth or falfehood, right or wrong 
(So voluble a weapon is the tongtte) 
Wounded, we wound ; and ^neither fide can fail. 
For every man has equal ilrength to rail : 
Women alone, when in the ftreets they jar, 30a 

Perhaps excel us in this wordy war ; 
Like us they fland, encompafs'd with the croud. 
And vent their anger in^otent and loud. 
Ceafe then — Our bufinefs in the field of fight 
Is not to queftioD, but to prove, oiu: might. 305^ 

To all thofc infults thou haft ofifer'd here. 
Receive this anfwer : 'tis my flying fpeac 

He fpoke. With ^11 his force the javdia flung, 
Fix'd deep, and loudly in the buckler rung. 
Far on his out-ftretch'd arm, Pelides held 310 

(To meet the thundering lance) his dreadful (hield,. \ 
That trembled as it ftuck ; nor void of fear 
Saw, ere it fell, th' immeafurable fpear. 
His fears were vain ; impenetrable charms 
Secured the temper of th' setherial arms. 515" 

Through two ftrong plates the point its paflage held, ' 
But ftopp'd, and refted, by the third repell'd. 
Five plates of various metal, various mold. 
Composed the ihield ; of brafs each outward fold. 
Of tin each inward, and the middle gold : 320 . 
There ftuck the lance. Then rifing ere he threw. 
The forcefhl fpear of great Achilles flew. 
And pierc'd the Dardan flueld's extremed bounds . . 
Where the ihrill brafs returned a (harper found : 

Through 
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Through lie thin verge the Pdian weapon glides, 32^ 

And the flight coveriftg of expanded hide8« 

MntM hift Odtitraded body bends. 

And o'er him high the riven targe extends. 

Sees, Jhroogh its patting plates, the upper air,. 

And at his back perceives the qaivmng fpear : ^^o 

A fate To near him chilb his foul with fright ; 

And fwims before his eyes the many-colour'd light, 

Achilles, ruihing in with dreadful cries. 

Draws his broad blade, and at i£neas flies : 

^neas, roafihg as the foe came on 335; 

{[With force colledM) heaves a mighty ftene : 

A mafs enocmous ! which in modern days 

No two of earth's degenerate ions could raife. 

But (X^6an'& God, whofe earthquakes rock the ground. 

Saw the difttefs, and mov'd the Powers around. 34* 

< Lo! on the brink of fate ^neas f^ahds, 

Aa inftant vi^im to Achilles' hands ; 

By Phoebus urg'd : but Phcebus has beflow'd 

His aid in vain : the man o'erpowers the Godm 

And can y& fee this righteous chief atone, 34^ 

With guiltlefs blood, for vices not bi« own ? 

To all the Kjods his conflant vows were paid : 

Sure, though h6 wars for Troy, he claims our aid I 

Fate wills A6t this; nor thus can Jove refiga 

T!lie future Father of the Dardan line ; '350 

'jfhc firft grfeat aiaceftor obtain'd his grace,^ 

AndJftillhis love defcet^ds on all the race; 

For Priam now, and Priam's faithlcfs kind. 

At length are odious to th' ail-feeing Mind ; 

.. , On 
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On great ^neas (hall devolve the reign^ 55; 

And fons (ucceeding fens the lafling line fuftaink 

The great Earth-lhaker thus : to whom replies 

Ifh' imperial Goddefs with the radiant eyes: 

Good as he is, to immolate or fpare 

The Dardan Prince, O Neptune, be thy care; 340 

Pallas and I^ by all that Gods can bind. 

Have fwom deflrudion to the Trojan kind ; 

Not ev'n an inflant to protraft their fate. 

Or fave one member of the finking date ; 

Till her laft flame be quench'd with her laft gore, ^6; 

And ev'n her crumbling ruins arc no more. 

The king of Ocean to the fight defccnds. 
Through all the whifillng darts his courfe he bends. 
Swift interpos'd between the yarriours flies. 
And cafts thick darknefs o'er Achilles* eyes* 370 

From great -^eas (hield the fpcar he drew. 
And at his mailer's feet the weapon threw. 
That done, with force divine he fnatch'd on high 
The Dardan Prince, and bore him through the Iky, 
Smooth-gliding without ftep, above the heads 375 
Of warring heroes, and of bounding fteeds : 
Till at the battle's utmoft verge they lights 
Where the flow Cancans clofe the rear of fight. 
TTie Godhead there (his heavenly form confefs'd) 
With words like thefe the panting chief addrefs'd : 380 

What Power, O prince, with force inferior far, 
Urg'd thee to meet Achilles arm in war ? 
Henceforth beware, nor antedate thy doom. 
Defrauding Fate of all thy fame to come* 

Vol. XLIX, . Q^ But 
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But when the day decreed (for come it muft) j8 j;^ 

Shall lay this dreadful hero in the dull. 
Let then the furies of that arm be known, 
Secure, no Grecian force tranfcends thy own. 

With that, he left him, wondering as he lay, * 

Then from Achilles chac'd the mift away : 390 

Sudden, returning with the ftream ©flight. 
The fcene of war came rufhing on his fight. 
Then thus amaz'd : What wonders ftrike my mind ! 
My fpcar, that parted on the wings of wind. 
Laid here before me! and the Dardan lord, 39 j 

That fell this inftant, vanifh'd from my fword I 
I thought alone with mortals to contend. 
But Powers coeleftial fure this foe defend. 
Great as he is, our arm he fcarce will try. 
Content, for once, with all his Gods, to fly. 400 

Now then let others bleed — ^This faid, aloud 
He vents his fury, and inflames the croud, 
O Greeks [he cries, and every rank alarms J 
Join battle, man to man, and arms to arms ! 
'Tis not in me, though favoured by the Sky, 40/ 

To mow whole troops, and make whole armies fly : 
Ko God can fingly fuch a hoft engage, ' 
Not Mars' himfelf, nor great Minerva's rage. 
But whatfoe'er Achilles can infpire. 
Whatever of aftive force, or afting fire : 41 o 

Whate'cr this heart can prompt, or hand obey ; 
All, all Achilles, Greeks! is yours to-day. 
Through yon wide hoft this arm fliall fcatter fear. 
And thin the fquadrona with my fingle fpear. 

He 
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Hefaid: nor lefs elate with martial jof^ 415 

The God-like Heftor warm'd the troops of Troy : 
Trojans to war ! Think Heftor leads you on ; 
Nor dread the vaunts of Peleus* haughty fon. 
Deeds muft decide our fate. Ev'n thofe with words 
Infult the brave, who tremble at their fwords : 420 
The weakcft Atheift-wretch all Heaven defies. 
But (hrinks and fhudders when the thunder flies. 
Nor from yon boafter fhall your chief retire. 
Not though his heart were fteel, his hand were fire ; 
That fire, that fteel, your Heftor fhould withftand, 425 
And brave that vengeful heart, that dreadful hand. 

Thus (breathing rage through all) the hero faid ; 
A wood of lances rifes round his head. 
Clamours on clamours tempeft all the air. 
They join, they throng, they thicken to the war. 43b 
But Phoebus warns him from high heaven to ihun 
The iingle fight with Thetis* God-like fon ; 
More fafe to combat in the mingled band. 
Nor tempt too near the terrours of his hand. 
He hears obedient to the God of Light, 435 

And, plung'd within the ranks, awaits the fight. 

Then fierce Achilles, (houting to the ikies. 
On Troy's whole force with boundlefs fury flies. 
Firft falls Iphytion, at his army's head ; 
Brave was the chief, and brave the hoft he led ; 440 
From great Otrynteus he deriv'd his blood. 
His mother was a Nais of the flood ; 
Beneath the (hades of Tmolus, crown'd with fuow, f 
From Hyde's walls he rul'd the lands below. 

0^2 Ficrci 
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Fierce as he fprings, the fword his head divides ; 44^ 
The parted vifage falls on equal fides: 
With load-refounding arms he ftrikes the plain j 
While thus Achilles glories o'er the flain : 

Lie there, Otryntides ! the Trojan earth 
Receives thee dead, though Gygae boaft thy birth ; 45^0 
Thofe beauteous fields where Hyllus' waves arc roU'd, 
And plenteous Hermus fwells with tides of gold« 
Are thine no more — Th' infulting hero faid. 
And left him fleeping in eternal Ihade. 
The rolling wheels of Greece the body tore, 45 j 

And dafh'd their axles with no vulgar gore. 

Demoleon next, Antenor's ofispring, laid 
Breathlefs in dull, the price of raflinefs paid. 
Th' impatient fteel, with full-defccnding fway, 
Forc'd through his brazen helm its furious way ; 46a 
Refiftlefs drove the batter'd (kuU before. 
And dafh'd and mingled all the brains with gore. 
This fees Hippodamas, and, feiz'd with fright, 
Deferts his chariot for a fwifter flight : 
The lance arrefts him : an ignoble wound 46^ 

The panting Trojan rivets to the ground. 
He groans away his foul : not louder roars. 
At Neptune's Ihrine on Helice's high ihores. 
The vidlim bull: the rocks rebellow round. 
And Ocean liflens to the grateful found, j^jq 

Then fell on Polydor^ his vengeful rage. 
The youngeft hope of Priam's ftooping age 
( Whofe feet for fwiftnefs in the race furpaft) j 
Of all his fons, the dearcfl, and the lafi. 

To 
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To the forbidden field he takes his flight 475 

In the firft folly of a youthful knight. 
To vaunt his fwiftnefs, wheels around the plain. 
But vaunts npt long, with all his fwifrnefs flain. 
Struck where the croffing belts unite behind. 
And golden rings the double back-plate join'd : 480 
Forth through the navel burft the thrilling ileel ; 
And on his knees with piercing Ihrieks he fell ; 
The rufliing entrails pour'd upon the ground 
His hands colledl ; and darknefs wraps him round. 
When Hedlor view'd, all ghaftly in his gore, 48^ 

Thus fadly flain, th' unhappy Polydore, 
A cloud of foiTow overcaft his fight ; 
His foul no longer brodc'd the diftant fight. 
Full in Achilles' dreadful front he came. 
And (hook his javelin like a waving flame. 4^ 

The fonof Peleus fees, with joy pofTeft, 
His heart high-bounding in his rifing breaft : 
And, lo! the man, on whom black fates attend ; 
The man, that flew Achilles, in his friend i 
No more ihall Hedor's and Pdides' fpear 49^ 

Turn from each other in the walks of war- 
Then with revengeful eyes he fcann'd him o'er: 
Come, and receive thy fate I He fpake no more. 

Hedor, undaunted, thus : Such words employ 
To one that dreads thee, fome unwarlike boy : ^^oo 
Such we could give, defying and defy'd. 
Mean intercourfe of obloquy and pride I 
I know thy £)rce to mine fuperior far; 
But Heaven alone confers foccefs in war: 

0^3 Mean 
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Mean as I am, the Gods may guide my dart^ ^OJ 

And give it entrance in a braver heart- 
Then parts the lance : but Pallas* heavenly breath 
Far from Achilles wafts the winged death. 
The bidden dart again to Hedlor flies. 
And at the feet of its great mailer lies. 519 

Achilles clofes with his hated foe. 
His heart and eyes with flaming fury glow : 
But, prefent to his aid, Apollo fhrouds 
The favour'd hero in a veil of clouds, 
TTiricc flruck Pdides with indignant heart, 51 g 

Thrice in impaffive air he plung'd the dart : 
The fpear a fourth time buiy'd in the cloud; 
He foams with fury, and exclaims aloud : 

Wretch ! thou haft 'fcap'd again, once more thy flight 
Has fav'd thee, and the partial God of Light. 520 
But long thou (halt not thy juft fate withftand. 
If any Power affift Achilles' hand. 
Fly then, inglorious! but thy flight this day 
Whol^ hecatombs of Trojan ghofts fhall pay. 

With that, he gluts his rage on numbers (lain r gt^ 
Then Dryops tumbled to th* enfanguin'd plain, 
Pierc'd through the neck : he left him panting there, 
Andftopp'd Demuchus, great Phile tor's heir. 
Gigantic chief! deep gafh'd th' enormous blade. 
And for the foul an ample pafTage made. 550 

Laogonus and Dardanus expire. 
The valiant fons of an unhappy fire ; 
Both in one inftant from the chariot hurl'd, 
Sunk in one ififtant to the nether world ; 

Tkis 
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^This difference only their fad fates afford, 535 

ITiat one the fpear deftroy'd, and one the fword. 

Nor lefs unpity'd young Alaftor bleeds ; 
In vain his youth, in vain his beauty, pleads: 
In vain he begs thee with a fuppliant's moan. 
To fpare a form, an age, fo like thy own I 540 

Unhappy boy I no prayer, no moving art. 
E'er bent that fierce, inexorable heart ! 
While yet he trembled at his knees, and cry 'd. 
The ruthlefs faulchion ope'd his tender fide ; 
Tlie panning liver pours a flood of gore, g^^ 

That drowns his bofom till he pants no more. 

Through Mulius' head then drove th' impetuous fpear. 
The warriour falls, transfix'd from ear to ear. 
Thy Ufe, Echeclus! next the f>vord bereaves. 
Deep through the front the ponderous faulchion cleaves; 
Warm'd in the brain the fmoking weapon lies. 
The purple death comes floating o'er his eyes. 
Then brave Deucalion dy 'd : the dart was flung 
Where the knit nerves the pliant elbow ftrung ; 
He dropt his arm, an unalMing weight, 5^5 

And flood all impotent, exped^ing fate : 
Full on his neck the falling faulchion fped. 
From his broad fhoulders hew'd his crefled head : 
Forth from the bone the fpinal marrow flics. 
And funk in duft the corpfe extended lies. . 560 

RhigmiN, whofe race from fruitful Thracia came, 
(The fon of Pireus, an illuftrious name) 
Succeeds to fate : the fpear his belly rends ; 
Prone from his car the thundering chief defcendi : 

Q.+ The 
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yht fquire» who favir expiring on the ground 56^ 

His proftrate mailer^ rein'd the fteedsarouid: 

His back fcarce turn'd, the Pelian javelin gor'd. 

And ftretch'd the fervant o'er his dying lord* 

As when a flame the winding valley fills. 

And runs on crackling (hrubs between the hills ; 570 

Then o'er the ftubble up the mountain flics. 

Fires the high woods, and blazes to the fkies. 

This way and that the fpreading torrent roars ; 

So fweeps the hero through the wafted fliorcs: 

Around him wide, immenfe deftrudlion poun> 57 j 

And earth is delug'd with the fangnine (howers* 

As, with autumnal harvefts cover'd a'er. 

And thick beftrown, lies Ceres' facred floor ; 

When round and round, with never-weary'd pain. 

The trampling fteers beat out th' unnumber'd grain : 

So the fierce courfers, as the chariot rolls. 

Tread down whole ranks, andcnifh out heroes' fouls. 

Bafh'd from their hoofs, while o'er the dead they fly. 

Black, bloody drops the fmoking chariot dye : 

The fpiky wheels through heaps of carnage tore ; 58 j 

And thick the groaning axles dropp'd with gore. 

High o'er the fcene of death Achilles flood. 

All grim with duft, all horrible in blood : 

Yet ftill infatiate, ftill with rage on flame; 

Such is the luft of never-dying fame 1 ^90 
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ARGUMENT. 

The Battle in tTie River Scamandcr. 

THE Trojans fly before Achilles, fomc towards the 
town, others to the river Scamander : he falls upon 
the latter with great flaughter ; takes twelve captive* 
alive, to facrifice to the (hade of Patroclus ; and kill* 
tLycaon and Afteropaeus. Scamander attacks him 
with,all his waves ; Neptune and Pallas aflift the hero; 
Simois joins Scamander; at length Vulcan, by the 
inftigation of Juno, almoft dries up the river. This 
combat ended, the other Gods engage each other. 
Meanwhile Achilles continues the flaughter, drives 
the reft into Troy : Agenor only makes a ftand, and 
is conveyed away in a cloud by Apollo; who {to de- 
lude Achilles) takes upon him A^nor*s (hape, and, 
while he purfues him in that difguife, gives the Tro- 
jans an opportunity of retiring into their city. 

The fame day continues. The fcene is on the 
banks and in the ftream of Scamander. 
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AN D now to Xanthus gliding fbeam they drorc^ 
Xanthus, iAimortal progeny of Jove. 
The river here divides the flying train. 
Part to the town fly diverfe o'er the plain, 
"Where late their troops triumphant bore the fight : g 
Now chac'd, and trembling in ignoble flight 
{Thefe with a gathered mift Saturnia fhrouds. 
And rolls behind the rout a heap of clouds). 
Part plunge into the dream : old Xanthus roars. 
The flaftiing billows beat the whiten'd fhores : lo 

With cries promifcuous all the banks refound : 
And here, and there, in eddies whirling round. 
The flouncing fteedsandlhrieking warriours drown'( 
As the fcorch'd locufts from their fields retire. 
While faft behind them runs the blaze of fire ; i { 

Driv'n from the land before the fmoky cloud. 
The cluttering legions rufh into the flood : 
So, plung'd in Xanthus by Achilles' force. 
Roars the refovinding furge with men and horfe« 
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His bloody lance the hero cads afide 20 

(Which fpreading tamarifks on the margin hide) ; 

Then, like a God, the rapid billows braves, 

Arm'd with his fword high-brandifh'd o'er the waves : 

Now down he plunges, now he whirls it round. 

Deep groan'd the waters with the dying found ; 2 j 

Repeated wounds the reddening river dy'd. 

And the warm purple circled on the tide. 

Swift through the foamy flood the Trojans fly. 

And clofe in rocks or winding caverns lie : 

So, the huge Dolphin tempefting the main, 30 

lafl^oals before him fly the fcaly train, 

Confus'dly heap'd they feek their inmoft caves. 

Or pant and heave beneath the floating waves. 

Now, tir'd with flaughter, from the Trojan band 

Twelve chofen youths he drags alive to land ; 5 f 

With their rich belts their captive arms conflrains 

(Late their proud ornaments, but now their chains)* 

Thefe his attendants to the fhips convey'd. 

Sad vidHms ! deftin'd to Patroclus* fhade. 

Then, as once more he plung'd amid the flood, 40 
The young Lycaon in his paflage flood. 
The fon of Priam ; whom the hero's hand 
But late made captive in his father's land 
(As from afycamore, his founding fteel 
Lopp'd the green arms to fpoke a chariot whcelj ; 4 J 
To Lemnos ifle he fold the royal flave. 
Where Jafon's fon the price demanded gave ; 
But kind Eetion touching on the ftiore. 
The ranfom'd prince to fair Ariftic bore. 

Tea 
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Ten days virett paft, fince ia his father's leign 50 

He felt the fweets of liberty again ; 
The next, that God whom men in vain withftand. 
Gives the fame youth to the fame conquering hand ; 
Now never to return ! and doom'd to go 
A fadder journey to the (hades below. 5 j 

His well-known face when great Achilles ey'd 
(The helm and vifor he had caft aiide 
With wild affright, and dropped upon the field 
His ufelefs lance and unavailing (hicld) 
As, trembling, panting, from the ft ream he fled, 69 
And knock'd his faultering knees, the hero faid : 

Ye mighty Gods ! what wonders ftrike my view I 
Is it in vain our conquering arms fubdue ? 
Sure I (hall fee yon heaps of Trojans kill'd. 
Rife from the (hades, and brave me on the field : 6f 
As now the captive, whom fo late I bound 
And fold to Lemnos, ftalks on Trojan ground! 
Not him the fea's unmeafur'd deeps detain. 
That bar fuch numbers from their native plain : 
I/>! he returns. Try, then, my flying fpear ! 7^ 
Try, if the grave can hold the wanderer ; 
If earth at length this a^ve prince can fcize. 
Earth, whofe ftrong grafp has held down Hercules* 
Thus while he fpake, the Trojan pale with fears 
Approach'd, and fought his knees with fuppliant tears s . 
Loth as he was to yield his youthful breath. 
And his foul (hivering at th' approach of death, 
Achilles rais'd the fpear, prepared to wound ; 
He kifs'd hit feet, extended oa the ground^ 

z AnA 
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And while, above, the fpearfafpended Hood, 80 

Longing to dip its thiifty point in blood. 

One hand embrac'd them clofe, one ftopt the dart. 

While thus thefe melting words attempt his heart : 

Thy well-known captive, great Achilles ! fee. 
Once more Lycaon trembles at thy knee. 8^ 

Some pity to a fuppliant's name afibrd. 
Who ihar'd the gifts of Ceres at thy board ; 
Whom late thy conquering arm to Lemnos bore. 
Far from his father, friends, and native (hore; 
A hundred oxen were his price that day, 90 

Now fums immenfe thy mercy fhall repay. 
Scarce refpited from woes I yet appear. 
And fcarce twelve morning funs have feen me here; 
Lo ! Jove again fubmits me to thy hands. 
Again, her vidim cruel Fate demands ! 9^ 

I fprung from Priam and Laothoe fair 
(Old Alte's daughter, and Lelegia's heir; 
Who held in Pedafus his fam'd abode. 
And rul'd the fields where (ilver Satnio flowed) : 
Two fons (alas ! unhappy fons) (he bore: ico 

For, ah ! one fpear (hall drink each brother's gore. 
And I fuccecd to flaughter'd Polydore. 
How from that arm of terrour (hall I fly ? 
Some daemon urges ! 'tis my doom to die! 
If every yet foft pity touch'd thy mind, icjf 

Ah! think not me too much of Heftor's kind ! 
Not the fame mother gave thy fuppliant breath. 
With his, who wrought thy lov'd Patroclus* death. 

Thefe words; attended with a (hower of tears. 
The youth addreft to unrelenting ears ; 1 1 

Talk 
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Talk not of life, or ranfom, (he replies) 

Patroclus dead, whoever meets me dies : 

In vain a finglc Trojan fues for grace ; 

But leaft, the fons of Priam's hateful race. 

Die then, my friend \ what boots it to deplore? 1 1 j 

The great, the good Patroclus is no more ! 

He, far thy better, was foredoom *d to die, 

•* And thou, doft thou bewail mortality f" 

Seeft thou not me, whom nature's gifts adorn. 

Sprung from a hero, from a Goddefs born; 12^ 

The day fhall come (which nothing can avert) 

When by the fpear, the arrow, or the d«rt. 

By night or day, by force or by dcfign. 

Impending death and certain fate are mine. 

Die then — ^he faid : and, as the word he fpokc, 125 

The fainting ftripling funk before the ftroke : 

His hand forgot its grafp, and left the fpear : ' 

While all his trembling frame confeft his fear; 

Sudden, Achilles his broad fword difplay'd, ■ 

And buried in his neck the reeking blade. 130 

Prone fell the youth ; and, panting on the land. 

The gulhing purple dy'd the thirfty fand ; 

The vidor to the ftream the carcafe gave. 

And thus infults him, ' floating on the wave : 

Lie there, Ly caon! let the fi(h furround ijj 

Thy bloated corpfe, and fuck thy gory wound : - 
There no fad mother Ihall thy funerals weep. 
But fwift Scamander roll thee to the deep, 
Whofe every wave fome watery monfter brings, 
T6 feaft unpunifti'd on the fat of kings. 140 

So 
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So pcrifh Troy, and all the Trojan line! 

Such rttin theirs, and fuch compaflion mine. 

What boots you now Scamander's worlhip'd fiream« 

His earthly honours^ and immortal name? 

In vain your immolated bulls ate flain» 14^ 

Your living courfers glut his gulphs in vain : 

Thus he rewards you, with this bitter fate; 

Thus, till the Grecian vengeance is compleat; 

Thus is aton'd Patrodus* honoured (hade» 

And the (hort abfence of Achilles paid. 150 

Thefe boaftful words provoke the raging God ; 
With fury fwells the violated flood. 
What means divine may yet the Power employ. 
To check Achilles, and to rcfcue Troy ? 
Meanwhile the hero fprings in arms, to dare 15^ 

The great Afteropeus to mortal war ; 
The fon of Pelagon, whofe lofty line 
Flows from the fource of Axis, ftream divine ! 
(Fair Peribaea's love the God had crown'd. 
With all his refluent waters circled round). i6« 

On him Achilles rulh'd : he fearlefs flood, 
And (hook two fpears, advancing from the flood; 
The flood impell'd him, on Pdides' head 
T' avenge his waters chok'd with heaps of dead. 
Near as they drew, Achilles thus began : 16; 

What art thou, boldeft of the race of man ? 
Who, or from whence ? Unhappy is the fire 
Whofe fon encounters our rcfiftlefs ire. 

O fon of Peleus ! what avails to trace 
(Reply'd the warrioor) our iUuftrious race? 170 

From 
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From rich Pseonia's valleys t command, 
Arm'd with portended fpears^ my native band ; 
Now (bines the tenth bright morning findc I came 
In aid of Ilion to the fields of fame : 
Amus, who fwells with all the neighbouring rills, 1 7 j; 
And wide around the floated region fills. 
Begot my lire, whofe fpear fuch glory won : 
Now lift thy arm, and try that hero's fon ! 

Threatening he faid : the hoftile chiefs advance ; 
At ence Afteropeus difcharg'd each lance 1 8b 

(For both his dexterous hands the lance could weild) 
One ftruck, but pierc'd not the Vulcanian fhield ; 
One raz'd Achilles' hand ; the fpouting blood 
Spun forth, in earth the faftcn'd weapon ftood* 
Like lightning next the Pelian javelin flies: rg^^ 

Its erring fury hifs'd along the Ikies; 
Deep in thefwelling bank was driv'n the fpear, 
Ev'n to the middle earth'd ; and quiver'd there. 
Then from his fide the fword Pelides drew. 
And on his foe with doubled fury flew. 190 

The foe thrice tugg'd, and (hook the rooted wood ; 
Rcpulfive of his might the weapon ftood : 
The fourth, he tries to break the fpear, in vain j 
Bent as he dands, he tumbles to the plain ; 
His belly open'd with a ghaftly wound, i^j 

The reeking entrails pour upon the ground. 
Beneath the hero's feet he panting lies. 
And his eye darkens, and his fpirit flies: 
While the proud viftor thus triumphing faid. 
His radiant armour tearing ^om the dead : 100 

^ Vol. XLIX. R So 
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So ends thy glory I Such the fate they prove. 
Who ftrivc prefumptuous vith the fons of Jove. 
Sprung from a river^ didft thou boaft thy line ? 
But great Satumius is the fpurce of mine. 
How durft thou vaunt thy watery progeny ? 205 

Of Peleus, -^acus, and Jove, am I ; 
The race of thefc fuperior far to thofe. 
As he that thunders to the ftream that, flows. 
What rivers can, Scamander might have (hown ; 
But Jove he dreads, nor war&againft bis ioa^ 21Q 

Ev'n Acheloiis might contend in vain,. 
And all the roaring billow* of the main, 
Th' eternal ©ccan, from whofc fountains flow 
Thefeas, the rivers, and the fprings below. 
The thundering voice of Jove aWiors to hear, zi ^ 

And in his deep abyflfes fhakes-with fear. 

He (did ; then from the bank his javelin toje. 
And left the breathlefs warriour in his gore;. 
The floating tides the bloody carcafe lave. 
And beat againft it, wave fucceeding wave } tjxf 

Till, roird between the banks, it .lies the food 
Of curling eels, and fifhes of the flood. 
All fc^tter'd round the ftream (their mightieft flain)* 
Th' amaz'd Paeonians fcour along the plain : 
He vents his fury on the flying crew, zz^ 

Thrafius, Aftypylus, and Mnefius flew; 
Mydon, Therfilpchus, with iEnius fell ; 
And numbers more his lance had plung'd to hell ; 
But from the bottom of his gulphs profound, 
Scamander i^ke ; the fliores returned the found : 230 

Ofirft 
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O firft of mortals ! (for the Gods are thine) - 
In valour matchlefs, and in force divine ! 
If Jove have given thee every Trojan head, ' 
•Ti» not on me thy rag^'flKjuld heap the dead. 
See I my chok'd ftteams no more their coarfe ^an keep. 
Nor roU their wonted tribotc to the deep. 
Turn, then, impetuous ! from our injur'd flood ; 
Content, thy flaughters could amaze a God. ' 

In human form confefe'd before his eyes. 
The river thus ; and thus the chief replies: 24^ 

O facred ftream ! thy word we Ihall obey ; 
But not till Troy the deftin'd vengeance pay: 
Not till within her towers the J>erjur*d train 
Shall pant, and tremble at odr arms again : 
Not till proud Hedlor, guardian of her wall, 24^ 

Or (lain this lance, or fee Achilles fall. 

He faid^ and drove with fiiry on the foe^ 
Then to the Godhead of the filver bow 
The yellow fl«)od began : O Son of Jove ! 
Was not the mandate of the Sire above 2 ja 

Full and expftfs ? that Phoebus flioii Id employ 
His facred arrows in defence of Troy, . 
And make her conquer, till Hyperion's fall 
In awful darknefs hide the face of all ? ; 

He fpoke in vain — the chief without difmay ' 355 
Ploughs through the boiling f urge his defperate vay. 
Then, rifing in his rage above the (hores. 
From all his deep the bellowing river roars, « 
Huge heaps of flain difgorges on the.coaft,^^ 
And round' the banks the ghaftly- dead are tofh 2 60 
R 2 \\W\U 
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While all bcfortf , the billows rang'd on high 
(A wafery bulwark) flcrccn the bands who fly. 
^ow burfting on his head with thundering found. 
The falling deluge whelms the hero round ; 
His loaded (hield befid% to ihe rufhing tide ; 26 § 

His feet, upborn, fcarcc the ftrong flood diyi4e, 
Sliddering, and daggering. . On the border ftood 
A fpreading elm, that overhung the ilood ; 
He feiz'd a bendiijg bough, his fteps to ftay j 
The plant, uprooted, to his weight gave, 27Q 

Heaving the bank, and undermining all ; 
Xoud flaih the waters to the rufhing fall 
Of the thick foliage. The large trunk difplay 'd 
Bridged the rough flood ^crofs : the herp ftay'd 
On this his weight, and, r^is'd upon his hand, 27; 
Leap'd from the channel, and regained the land. 
Then blacken'd the wild waves ; the murmur rofe ; 
The God purfues, a hpger billow throws. 
And burils the bank, ambitious to deflroy 
The man whofe fury is the fate of Troy. 28a 

He, like the warlike eagle, fpeeds his pace 
(Swifted and ftrongeft of th' aerial race) 
Far as a fpear can fly ; Achilles fprings 
At every bound ; his clanging armour rings : 
Nov here, now there, he turns on every fide, 285 

And winds his courfe before the following tide i 
The waves flow after, wherefoc'cr hp wheels. 
And gather faft, and murmur at his heels. 
So, when a peafant to his garden bjrings 
^t rills of water fio^i tjie t^ubbii^sg fprings, . 29P. 

And 
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And calls the floods from' high, to blefs his boweris. 
And feed with pregnant ftreams the plants and flowers j 
Soon as he clears whatever their paifage ftaid. 
And marks the fatare current with his fpadc. 
Swift o'er the rolling pebbles; down the hills, ig; 
Louder and louder purl the falling rills ; 
Before him* fcattering, they prevent his pains. 
And fliine in mazy wanderings 6'er the plains. 

Still flies Achilles, but before his eyes 
Still fwift Scaniander rolls where'er he flies r 30a 

Not all his fpced cfcapes the rapid floods ; 
The firft of men, but not a match for Gods. 
Oft as he turn'd the torrent to oppofe. 
And bravely try if all the Powers were foes ; 
5o oft the furge, in watery mountains fprcad, J05 

Beats onhis back, or burfts upon his head. 
Yet dauntlefs ftill the adverfc flood he braves. 
And ftill indignant bounds above the waves. 
Tir*d by the tides, his knees relax with toil ; 
Wafti'd from beneath him Aides the flimy foil : ji^ 
When thus, (his eyes on heaven's expanflon th*o\vii) 
Forth burfts the herowith an angry groan : 

Is there no God Achilles to befriend. 
No: Power t' avert his miferable end ? 
^j^iicvcnt, oh Jove! this ignortiihious date, 5' J 

And .make my future life the fpbirt of Fatd 
Of all Heaven^s oracles believ'd invain. 
But moft of Thetis, muft hef fon complain i 
By Phcabus' dSittVihe pi«ophef!ed my fall, 
In-glotibbt* arms before the Trojan wall. 520 

R 3 Ob I 
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Oh ! had I died in fields of battle warm, 
Stretch'd like a hero, by a hero's arm I 
Might Heftor'sfpcarthis dauntlefs bofom rend. 
And my fwift fo»l o'ertake my flaughter'd friend ! 
Ah> no ! Achilles meets a ihameful fate, 32^ 

Oh ! how unworthy of the brave and great I 
Like fome vile fwain, whonn on a rainy day^ 
Croffing a ford, the torrent fweeps away. 
An anregarded carcafe, to the fea* 

Neptune and Pallas haftc to his relief, 330 

And thus in human form addrcfs the chief. 
l1ie power ©f Ocean firft : Forbear thy fear, 
O fon of Peleus ! Lo, thy Gods appear! 
Behold ! from Jove defcending to thy aid. 
Propitious Neptune, and the Wue-ey'd Maid. 33 j; 

Stay, and the furious flood fhall ceafe to rave : 
'Tis not thy fate to ghit his angry wave» 
But thou, the counfel Heaven fuggefts, attend ! 
Nor breathe from combat, nor thy fword fufpend. 
Till Troy receive her flying fons, till all 34a 

Her routed fquadrons pant behind their wall : 
Hedor alonq ihall (land his fatal chance. 
And Hedor's blood fhall fmoke upon thy lance. 
Thine is the glory doom'd. Thus fpake the Gods : 
Then fwift afcended to the bright abodes. 345 

Stung with new ardour, thus by Heaven impelled. 
He fprings impetuous, and invades the field : 
O'er all th' expanded plain the waters fpread; 
Heap'd on the bounding billows dance the dead. 
Floating 'midft fcatter'd arms; while cafquesof gold « 
A»d tum'd-up bucklers glitter'd as they roU'd. 

High 

• 
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High o'er the furging tide, by leaps and bounds. 
He wades and mounts ; the parted wave irefounds. 
Not a whole river ftops the hero's courfe. 
While Pallas fills him with immortal force. 35*5; 

With equal rage, indignant Xanthus roars. 
And lifts his billows, and o'erwhelms his (hores. 

Then thus to Simois : Hafte, my brother flood ! 
And check this mortal, that controls a God : 
Our braVeft heroes elfe (hall quit the fight, 3 60 

And Uion tumble from her towery height. 
Call then thy fubjcft ftreams, and bid them roar. 
From all thy fountains fwell thy watery (lore. 
With broken rocks, and with a load of dead. 
Charge the black furge, and pour it on his head. ^6^ 
Mark how refiftlefs through the floods he goes. 
And boldly bids the warring Gods be foes ! 
But nor that force, nor form divine to fight. 
Shall aught avail him, if our rage unite : 
Whelm'd under our dark gulphs thofe arms (hall lie. 
That blaze fo dreadful in each Trojan eye; 
And deep beneath a fandy mountain hurl'd, 
Immers'd remain this terrour of the world. 
Such ponderous ruin (hall confound the place. 
No Greek (hall ere his peri(h'd rciicks grace, 375 

No hand his bones (hall gather, or inhume ; 
Thefehis cold rites, and this his watery tomb. 

He faid ; and on the chief defcends amain, 
Increas'd with gore, and fwelling with the (lain. 
Then murmuring from his beds, he boils, he raves. 
And a foam whitens on the purple waves : 

R4 At 
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At every ftcp, before Achillea flood 

The crimfon furge» and delug'd him with blood. 

Fear touched the Queen of Heaven : (he few difmay'd, 

. She caird aloud, and fummon'd Vulcan's aid : 385 

Rife to the war ! th' infusing flood require! 
Thy wafteful arm : aflfemble all thy fires ! 
While to their aid, by our command enjoin'd, 
Rulh the fwift ■eaftem and the weftern wind . 

, Thefe from old OcesLn at my word (hall blow, 390 
Pour the red torrent on the watery foe, 
Corpies and arms to one bright ruin turn. 
And hifTmg rivers to their bottoms bum. 
Go, mighty in thy rage ! difplay thy power, 
" Drink the whole flood, the crackling tre^ devour, 395 
Scorch all the banks ! and (till our voice reclaim) 
Exert th' unwearied furies of the flame I 

The Power ignipotent, her word obeys; 
Wide o'er the plain he. pours the boundlefs blaze ^ 
At once cpnfumes the dead, and dries the foil, ^fio 
And the (hrunk .waters in their channel boiL 
As when autumnal Boreas fweeps the fky. 
And inftint blowrthe wat«r*d gardens dry,: 
So look'd the field, fp whi|en'd was the ^vound« 
While Vulcan breath'd the fiery blaft around. 40J 

Swift on the (edgy reeds the ruin prey sj 
Along the th^ margin windjs the r^nnkigbbse,: 
The trees in flaming row* to afljesctum> 
The flowery lotos and the tSunarifk ,bufn> 
Bpoadelm, andcypreisrifing in a^fpirc; 410 

The watery wUJqw* Wfe before ibq fi«» 

Now 
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The eels lie twifting in the pangs of death : 

Now flounce aloft, now dive, the fcaly fry* 

Or, gafpiagy turn their bellies to the fky. 41 jj 

At length the river rear'd his languid head. 

And thus, fliort-panting, to the God he faid : 

Oh, yulcan ! oh ! what power refifts thy might ? 
I faint, I fink, uneaual to the fight-^ 
}. yield— Let Dion fall, if Fate decree; 420 

Ah — bend no more thy fiery arms on me I 

He -ceas'd ; wide conflagration blazing roand ; 
The bubbling waters yield a hiffing found. 
As when the flames beneath a caldron rife, 
T« melt the fat of fome rich facrifice, 425 

Amid the fierce embrace of circling fires 
The waters foam, the heavy fmoke afpires : 
So boils th' imprifon'd flood, forbid to flow; 
And, cHok'd with vapours, feels his bottom glow.* 
To Juno thcn> imperial Queen of Air, ' 4jo 

The burning river foids his carneft prayer : 

Ah, why, Satumia! miift thy fon engage 
Me, only me, with all his wafteful rage f ■■ > 

On other Gods his. dreadful arm employ, 
^Fqt mightier Gods aflert the^aofe of Troy. 45 j^ 

Sufomiflive I dcfift, if thoucomraaud; 
But, ah I withdraw this all-deftroying hand* 
Hear theft my folenm oath, to yield to. Fate 
Unaided Ilioa, andhcrdeftiu'dftate. 
Till Greece ihall gird her with deftru^ve flanie* 440 
And in one ruia£ak.t]ilKTroj«& nanci; 

J His 



d by Google 



S50 P O P E * S H O M fi R. 

His warm intreaty touch'djSaturnia's ear: 
She bade th' Ignipotent his rage forbear, 
Hecall the flame, nor in a mortal caufe 
Infeft a God : th' obedient flame withdraws: 447 
Again, the branching ftreams begin to fpread. 
And foft re-murmur in their wonted bed. 

While thcfe by Juno's will the ftrife refign. 
The warring Gods in fierce contention join : 
Re-kindling rage each heavenly breafl alarms ; 450 
With horrid clangor fhock'd th' aetherial arms : 
Heaven in loud thunder bids the trumpet found ; 
And wide beneath them groans the rending ground. 
Jove, as his fport, the dreadful fcene defcries. 
And views contending Gods with carelefs eyes. 45 j 
The Power of Battles lifts his brazen fpear, 
And firft afTaults the radiant Queen of War : 

What mov'd thy madnefs thus to difunite 
^therial minds, and mix all Heaven in fight ? 
What wonder this, when in thy frantic mood 460 
Thou drov'fl a mortal to infult a God ? 
Thy impious hand Tydides' javelin bote. 
And madly bath'd it in celeftial gore. '- 

Hefpoke, and fmotethe loud-refoundingfhidd. 
Which b^ars Jove's thunder on its dreadful field ; 465 
The adamantine aegis of her fire. 
That turns the glancing bolt and forked fire. 
Then heav'd the Goddefs iu her mighty hand 
A ftone, the limit of the neighbouring land. 
There ftx'd from eldeft times; black, craggy, vaft : . 
This at the heavenly homicide ihecaft. .... ;. .... 

Thundering 
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Thundering he falls, a mafs of monftrous fize; 
And feven broad acres covers as he lies. 
The ftunning ftroke his ftubborn nerves unbound ; 
Loud o'er the fields his ringing arms refound : 475 
The fcornful dame her conqueft views with fmiles. 
And, glorying, thus the proftrate God reviles : , 

Haft thou not yet, infatiate fury ! known 
How far Minerva's force tranfcends thy own ? 
Juno, whom thou rebellious dareft withftand, 48^ 
Correfts thy folly thus by Pallas' hand ; 
Thus meets thy broken faith with juft difgracc. 
And partial aid to Troy's perfidious race. 

The Goddefs fpoke, and tum'd her eyes away. 
That, beaming round, diffus'd celeftial day, j{9g 

Jove's Cyprian daughter, ftooping on the land, 
Leni to the wounded God her tender hand : 
Slowly he rifes, fcarcely breathes with pain. 
And, propt on her fair arm, forfakes the plain. 
This the bright Emprefs of the heavens furvey'd, 496 
And, fcoffing, thus to War's viftorious Maid: 

Lo ! what an aid on Mars's fide is feen ! 
The Smiles' and Loves* unconquerable Queen! 
Mark with what infolencc, in open view. 
She moves : let Pallas, if (he dares, purfue* 49 j^ 

Minerva fmiling heard, the pair o'ertook. 
And (lightly on her breaft the wanton ftrook : 
She, unrefifting, fell (her fpirits fled) ; 
On earth together lay the lovers fprcad ; 
And like thefc heroes, be the fate of all 50a 

(Minerva cries) who guaxd the.Trojan wall I ^ 

Tq 
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To Grecian Gods fueh let the Phrygians be. 

So dread, fo fierce, as Venus is to me ; 

Then from the loweft ftone fhall Troy be mov'd^— 

Thus (he ; and Juno with a fmile approv*d. 505 

Meantime, to mix in more than mortal fight. 
The God of Ocean dares the God of Light : 
What floth hath feiz'd us, when the fields around 
Ring with conflidling powers^ and heaven returns the 

found? 
Shall, ignominious, ^c with (hame retire, 51* 

No deed performed, to our Olympian Sire? 
Come, prove thy arm! for firft the war to wage,. 
Suits not my greatnefs, or fuperior age : 
Raih as thou art to prop the Trojan throne -t 

( Forgetful of my wrongs, and of thy own) 5 1 5 > 

And guard the race of proud Laomedon ! J j J 

Haft thou forgot howy at the monarch's prayer. 
We (har'd the lengthen'd labours of a year ? 
Troy's wall I rais'd (for fuch were Jove's commands) 
And yon proud bulwarks grew beneath my hahdst: 520 
Thy talk it was to feed the bellowing dro\'«s 
Along fair Ida's vales and pendent groves. 
But when the circling feafons in their train 
Brought back the grateful day that crown'd our pain. 
With menace ftern the fraudful king defy'd 525 

Our latent Godhead, and the prize dcny'd : 
Mad as he was, he ihteaten'd fervilfe bands. 
And doom'd us exilesfar in barbaroUslands; 
biccns'd, we heavenward fied vi'itjifwiftcft wing. 
And deftiu'd veogeanee on the perj^ir'd hiag* ^5^ 
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Doft thcHi, for this, afFord proud Ilion grace. 
And not, like us, infeil the faithlefs race j 
Like us, their prefent, future Tons deftroy. 
And from its deep foundations heave their Troy ? 

Apollo thus : To combat for mankind, ^^^'. 

111 fuits the wifdom of celeftial mind-: 
For what is roan ? Calamitous by birth. 
They owe their life and nourifhment to earth ; 
Like yearly leaves, that now, with beauty crown'd, 
Smilje on the &n ; now wither on the ground. 549 

To their own hands commit the frantic fcenc. 
Nor mix immortals in a caufe fo mean. 

Then turps his face, far-beaming heavenly fires. 
And from the fenior Power fubmifs retires : 
Him, thus retreating, Artemis upbraids, ^^^ 

The quiver'd huntrefs of the fylvan (hades : 

And is it thus the youthful Phoebus flies. 
And yields to Ocean's hoary Sire the prize ? 
How vain that martial pomp and dreadful fnow 
Of pointed arrows, and the filver bow I 550 

Now boaft no more, in yon celeftial bower. 
Thy force qan match the great carth-ihaking Power. 

Silent, he heard the Queen of Woods upbraid ; 
Not fo Saturnia bore the vaunting maid ; 
But furious thus : What infolencc has driven ^^^ 

Thy pride to face the Majefty of Heaven ? 
What though, by Jove the female plague dcCign*^, 
Fierce to the feeble race of woman-kind. 
The wretched matron feeb thy piercing dart ; 
Thy ioK's. tyrant,, with a tigci'ajbcart? . ^6d 

What 
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What though, tremendous in the wood and chaiCe, 
Thy certain arrows pierce the favage race ? 
How dares th.y rafhnefs on the Powers divine 
Employ thofe arms, or match thy force with mine ? 
Learn hence, no more unequal war to wage — 565 
She faid, andfeiz'd her wrifts with eager rage; 
Thefe in her left hand lock'd, her right unty'd 
The bow, the quiver, and its plumy pride. 
About her temples flies the bufy bow ; 
Now here, now there, fhe winds hef from the blow ; 
The fcattering arrows, rattling from the cafe. 
Drop round, and idly marie the dufty place. 
Swift from the field fhe baffled huntrefs flies. 
And fcarce retains the torrent in her eyes : 
So, when the falcon wings her way above, 575 

To the cleft cavern fpeeds the gentle dove, 
(Not fated yet to die) there fafe retreats. 
Yet ftill her heart againft the marble beats. 
To her, Latona hafles with tender care. 
Whom Hermes viewing, thus declines the war : 580 
How (hall I. face the dame^ who gives delight 
To him whofe thunders blacken heaven with night ? 
Go, matchlefs Goddefs ! triumph in the ikies. 
And boaft my conqueft, while I yield the prize. 

Hefpoke; andpaH: Latona, (looping low, ^5 
CoUeds the fcatter'd (hafts, and fallen bov/, 
That,iglittering on the duft, lay here and there ; 
Diihonour'd relicks of Diana's war. 
Then fwift purfued her to the bleft abode. 
Where all-confus'd (he fought the SovcrcigifGod ; 590 
. , Weeping 
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Weeping ihe grafp'd his knees : th' ambiofiai veft 
Shook with her iighs, and panted on her breaft. 

The Sire fuperior fmil*d ; and bade her ihow 
What heavesJy hand had caas'd his daughter's woe ? 
Abaih'd; (he names his own Imperial fpoufe j; gg^ 
And the pale crefcent fades upon her brows. 

-Thus they abore : while fwiftly gliding down^ 
Apollo enters Ilion's facred town : 
The Guardian God now tremUed for her wall. 
And fear'.d the Gieeks, though Fate forbade her fall. 
Back to Olympus, from the war's alarms. 
Return the (hining bands of Gods in arms ; 
Some proud in triumph, fome with rage on fire; 
And take their thrones aroui^ th' xtherial Sire, / 

Through blood, through death, Achilles flill proc^^, 
O'erflaughter'd heroes, and o'er rolling ftecds, • 
As when avenging flames, with fury driven 
On guilty towns, exert the wrath of Heaven ; 
The* pale inhabitants, fome fall, fome fly; 
And the red vapours purple all the iky : 610 

So rag'd Achilles ; death and dire difmay. 
And toils, and terrours, fill'd the dreadful day. '' 

High on a turret hoary Priam ftands. 
And marks the wafte of his deftruftive hands ; 
Views, from his arm, the Trojans' fcatter'd flight, 615 
And the near hero rifing on his fight ! 
No ftep, no check, no aid ! With fceUc pace, ' 
And fettled forrow on his aged face. 
Fad as he could, he fighing quits the walls ; ^ ' 
And thus^ defcending» on the guards he calls : . 620 

Yo», 
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Yoo, to whofc care our city-gates beiong. 
Set wide yoar portah to the flying throng : 
For lo ! he cones* with unrefifted fway ; 
He comes, and defolati&n marks his way! 
But when within the walls our troops take breathy 62 5 
Lock fail the braxea bars, and (hut out death. 
Thus charg'd the reverend monarch : wide were flung 
The opening folds ; the (bunding hinges rung, 
Phcebus rufh'd forth, the fiying bands to meet ; 
Struck /laughter back, and cover'd the retreat. 6j^ 
On heaps the Trojans croud to gain the gate, 
And, giadfome, fee their laftefcape from Fate. 
Thither* all parch'd with thiWl, a heartlefs train. 
Hoary with duft, they beat the hollow plain : 
And gafping, panting, fainting, labour on 63; 

With hcarier ftrides,- that lengthen tow'rd the town. 
Enrag'd Achilles follows with his fpear ; 
Wild with revenge, infatiable of war. 

Then had the Greeks eternal praife acquired. 
And Troy inglorious to her walls retir'd; 649 

But * he, the God who darts actherial flame. 
Shot down to fave her, and redeem her fame. 
To young Agenor force divine he gave 
(Antenor's offspring, haughty, bold, and brave); 
la aid of hin), befide the beach he fate, 64:; 

And, wrapt in clouds, reftrain'd the hand of Fate. 
Wheiv now the generous youth Achilles fpies. 
Thick beats his heart, the troubled motions rife. 
(So, ere a ftprm, the waters heave and roil) ;• 
lie fto^> aod ^peiions tlu» hk mighty ibul : . 65a 

What, 
• Apollo^ 
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Wh^t, (hall I fly this terrowr of the plain ? 
I-ikc others fly, and be like others flain ? 
Vain hope! to (hun him by the felf-fame road 
Yon line of flaughter'd Trojans lately trod. 
No : with the common heap I icorn to fall— 655 
Wfajit if they pafs'd me to the Trojan wall. 
While I decline to yonder path, that leads 
To Ida's forefts and furrounding (hades ? 
So may I reach, concealed, the cooling flood. 
From my tir'd body walh the 4irt and blood, 660 
As Toon as night her dulky yejl extends. 
Return in fafety tp my Trojan friends. 
What if— But wherefore all this vain d^ebate ? 
Stand I to dopbt,^ within the reach of Fate I 
Ev'n now perhgp^ ere yet I turn the wall, 66^ 

The fierce Achilles fees me^ and I fall : 
Such is his fwiftnf^fss 'tis in vain to fly. 
And fuch his valour, that who (iands muil die* 
Howq'er 'ti^ better, fighting for the (late. 
Here, ^nd in public view, to meet my fate. 670 

Yet fure he top is mortal ! he may feel 
(Like all the Tons of egrth) the force of (led ; 
One only foul informs that dreadful frame ; 
And Jove's fole favour gives him all his fame. 

He faid, and (tood coUe^d in his might ; 67 j* 
And all his beating bofom claim 'd the fight. 
So from fome deep-grown wood a panther ftarts, 
Rouz'd from his thicket by a ilorm of darts : 
Untaught to lear or fly, he he^rs the founds 
Of (houting hunters, ^d of clamorous hounds ; 689 
Vol, XWX. ' S Though 
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Though ftruck^ though wounded, fcarcc pcrceiwf^&e 

pain; 
And the barb'd javcHn ftings his brcaft in vain : i 

On their whole war, untam'd, the favage flies ; 
And tears his hunter, or beneath him dies. 
Not lefs refolv'd, Antenor's valiant heir 68^ 

Confronts Achilles, and awaits the war, ^ 
Difdainful of retreat : high-held before. 
His ihield, (a broad circumference} he bore f 
Then, graceful, as he flood in aA to throw 
The lifted javelin, thus befpoke the foe : 690 

How proud Achilles glories in his fame ! 
And hopes this day to fink the Trojan name 
Beneath her ruins ! Know, that hope is vain ; 
A thoufand woes, a thoufand toi]», remain* 
Parents and children our juft arms employ,. 6g§ 

And ftrong, and many, are the fons of Troy* 
Great as thou art, ev'n thou may'ft ftain with gore 
Thefe Phrygian fields, and prefs a foreign fhore. 

He faid : with matchlefs force the javelin flung 
Smote on his knee ; the hollow cuiflies rung 70a 

Beneath the pointed fleel ^ but fafe from harms 
He flands impaflive in th' aetherial arms. 
Then, fiercely ruihing on the daring foe. 
His lifted arm prepares the fatal blow : 1 

But, jealous of his fame, Apollo fhiouds yof 

The God -like Trojan in a veil of clouds* 
Safe from purfuit^ and (hut from mortal view, 
IMfmifs'd with fame die favour'd youth withdrew. 
Meanwhile die God, to cover Aeir efcape, 
Afiumes Agenoi's habit,, iroice, and Ihapc, 710 

Flics 
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Flies from the furiou* chief in this difguife ; 
The furious chief ftill follows where he flies. 
Now o'er the fields they flretch with lengthened (Iridcs, 
Now urge the courfe where fwift Scamander glides : 
The God, now diftant fcarce a ftridc before, 7 1 5 
Tempts his purfuit, and wheels about the Ihore ; 
While all the flying troops their fpecd employ. 
And pour on heaps into the walls of Troy : 
No flop, no day ; no thought to aik, or tell. 
Who fcap'd by flight, or who by battle fell. 720 

*Twas tumult all, and violence of flight ; 
And fudden joy confused, and mix'd aflfright : 
Pale Troy againft Achilles (huts her gate ; 
And nations breathe, deliver'd from their fate^ 



S 2 THE 



d by Google 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



.THE 

TWENTY-SECOND BOOK 

6F THE 

ILIA D. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



ARGUMENT. 



The Death of Heaor. 

THE Trojans being fafe \i4thin the walls, Heftor 
only days to oppofe Achilles. Priam is flrack at 
his approach, and tries to perfuade his fon to re- 
^ , enter the town. Hecuba joins- her intreaties, but 
"in vain. HdAor confolts within himfelf what mca- 
fures to take ; but, at the advance of Achilles, his 
refolution fails him, and he flies : Achilles purfues 
him thricj rouirf the walls of Troy. The Gods 
debate concerning the fate of HeAor ; at length 
Minerva defcends to the aid of Achilles. She de- 
ludes Hedor in the Ihap^ of Ddphobus ; he (lands 
/the combat,. and is flaiiu Achilla .drags the^ead 
body at his chariot, in the light of Priam and He- 
cuba. Their lamentations, tears, and defpair. 
Their cries reach the ears of Andromache, who, 
ignorant of this, was retired into the inner part of 
the palace ; Ihe mounts up to the walls, and oeholds 
her dead hufband. She fwoons at the fpedacle. 
Her excefs of grief and lamentation. 

The thirtieth day ftill continues. The fcene lies un« 
der the walk and on the battlements of Troy. 
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TH US to their bulwarks, fmit with panic fear. 
The herded Ulons ru(h like -driven deer ; 
There fafe, they wipe their briny drops away. 
And drown in bowU the labours of the day« 
Clofe to the walls, advancing o'er the fields J 

Beneath one roof of well-compa^led Ihields, 
March, bending on, the Greek's embodied powers^ • 
Far-ftretching in the fliade of Trojan towers. 
Great Heflor fingly ftaid ; chained down by Fate, 
There fixt he ftood before the Scaean gate j lO 

Still his bold arms determin'd to employ. 
The guardian ftill of long-defended Troy. 

Apollo now to tir'd Achilles turns 
(The Power coiifeft in all Jiis glory bums). 
And what ^he cries) has Peleus' fon in view, i j 
With mortal fpeed a Godhead to puxfue ? 
For not to thee to know the Gods is given, 
Unflciird to trace the latent marks of Heaven. 
What boots thee now, that Troy forfook the plain ?- 
Vain thy paft labour, and thy prefent vain : .» 2a 
Safe in their walls are now her troops beftow'd, » 
While here thy frantic rage attacks a God, 
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The chief incens'd— Too partial God of Dzj I 
To check my conqueili in the middle way ; 
How few in llion elfe had refuge found ! 25 

What gafping numbers now had bit the ground 1 
Thou robb'ft me of a glory juftly mine. 
Powerful of Godhead, and of fraud divine t 
Mean fame, alas! for one of heavenly {bain. 
To cheat a mortal, who repines in vain, 39 

Then to the city terrible and ftrong. 
With high and haughty fteps he tower'd alon^ 
So the proud courfer, vidor of the prize. 
To the near goal with double ardour flie^ : 
Him, as he blazing (hot acrofs the field, jj^ 

The careful eyes of Priam firft beheld* 
Not half fo dreadful rifes to the fight. 
Through the thick gloom of fome tempeftu(Ai»^ night, 
Orion's dog (the year when autumn weighs) 
And o'er the feebler ilars exerts his rays ;. 40 

Terrific glory ! for his burning breath 
Taints the red air with fevers^ plagues, and death. 
So flam'd his fiery mail. Then wept the fage ; 
He ilrikes his reverend head, now white with age : 
He lifts his wither'd arms } . obtefis the ikies ; 45 

He calls his mucfa-lov'd fon with feeble cries ; 
The fon, rcfolv'd Achilles' force to dare. 
Full at the Scdsan gates exped^s the war > 
While the fad father on the rampart ftands. 
And thus adjures him with extended hands : ;a 

Ah, day not, flay not ! guardlefs and abltt ; 
Hedlor ! oy lov'd, tny deareft, bcavtft font 

MeUiiidu 
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Methink^ alreadjr I behold thte flain^ 
And ilretch'd beneath that fary of the plain*. 
Implacable Achilles ! might 'ft thoa be j j 

To all the Gods no dearer than ta me I 
Thee, vultures wild fhould fcatter round the (hore. 
And bloody dogs grow fieifcer from thy gose- 
How many valiant ions I late enjoy'd^ 
Valiant in vain! by thy curft arm deftroy'd t ' fc 
Or, worfe thai> flaughter'd, fold in diflant ifhc^ 
To fhameful bondage, and unworthy toils* 
Twoi^ while I fpeak, my eyes in- vain- explore^ 
Two from one mother fprung, my Polydore, 
And lov'd Lycaon -, now peidiaps no more ! 
Oh ! if in yonder hoftile camp they live. 
What heaps of gold, what treafures,. would I ^ive ! , 
(Their grandfire's wealth, by right of birth their own^ 
Confign'd his daughter with Lelegia's throne) ;. 
But iif (which Heaven forbid) already loft,. 7^ 

AH pale they wander on the Stygian coaft. 
What forrows then muft their lad mothisr kno^efr 
What anguilh I ! unutterable woe ! 
Yet Ids Aat anguifli, kfc to her, to me, 
Lefs to all Troy> if not deprived of thee. fi- 

Yet (bun Achilles ! enter yet the wall > 
And fpare thyfdf, diy father, fpaie us ail ! 
Save thy dear life j or, if a foul fo bmvc 
Negleft that thought, thy dearer glory fare; 
Pity, while yet I live, thefe filver haita y Sa 

While yet thy father feels the woes he bears. 
Yet cuift with fenfe i a wretch whom in his rage; 
tAU trembling on the verge of helplefs age) 

Great 
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Great Jove has plac*d^ fad fpedacle of pain ! 
The bitter dregs of Fortune's cup to drain : gj- 

Ti> fill with fcenes of death his ciofing eyes« 
And number all his days by miieries 1 
My heroes 'flain, my .bridal bed o'ertum'd. 
My daughters ravifh'd, and my city bum'd.; 
My bleeding infants da&'d againft the floor; 90 

Qftefe I have yet to fee« perhaps yet more! 
Perhaps ev'n I, referv'd by angry Fate 
The laft fad relick of my ruin'd ftate 
(Dire pomp of fovereign wretchednefs ! mull fall. 
And ftain the pavcmfcnt of my regal hall ; 9^ 

Where famifh'd dogs, late guardians of my door# 
Shall lick their mangled mailer's fpatter'd gore. 
JYtt for my fons I thank you, Gods ! 'twas well ; 
Well have they perifti'd^ for in fight they fell. 
Who dies in youth and vigour^ dies thebefl, 100 
Struck through with wounds, all honcft, on the breait 
But when the Fates, in fullnefs of their rage. 
Spurn the hoar head of unrefifting age. 
In duft the reverend lineaments deform, 
And pour to dogs the life-blood fcarcely warm ; 10; 
^is, this is mifery! the laft, the worft. 
That man can feel ; man, fated to he curft ! 

He faid ; and, a^ing what no words could fay, 
Kent from his head the filver locks away. 
With him the mouniful mother bears a part; no 
Ifct all their forrows turn not Hedtor's heart : 
The zone unbrac'd, her bofom (he difplay'd ; 
And'^hus, faft^falling the fait tears^ fhe &id : 

J Have 
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Have mercy on me, O my fon ! revere 
^e words of age ; attend a parent's prayer I j i^ 
If ever ^lee in thefe fond arms I preft. 
Or ftiird thy infant clamours at this breaft ; 
Ah, do not thus our helplefs years forego. 
But, by our walls fecur'd, repel the foe* 
Againft his rage if fingly thou proceed, 1 20 

Shouldft thott (but Heaven avert it!) (houldft thou 

bleed. 
Nor muft thy corpfe lie honour'd on the bier. 
Nor fpoufe, nor mother, grace thee with a tear; 
'¥ar from our pious rites, thofe dear remains 
*Muft feaft the vultures on the naked plains. itf 

So they ; while down their cheeks the torrents roll; 
But fix'd remains the purpofe of his foul ; 
Kefolv'd he ftands ; and with a fiery glance ^ 

'Expedls the hero's terrible advance. 
So, roird up in his den, the fwelling fnake 1 jo 

' Beholds the traveller approach the brake ; 
When, fed with noxious herbs, his turgid veins 
Have gathered half the poifons of the plains ; 
He bams, he ftificns with colledkd ire. 
And his red eye-balls glare with living fire« t$fi 

Beneath a turret, on his (hield lecUn'd, 
He flood ; and queftion'd thus his mighty mind : 

Where lies my way ? To enter in the wall ? 
Uonour and (hame th' ungenerous thought recall : 
Shall proud Polydamus before the gate 140 

Proclaim, his councils are obey'd too late ; 
W}iich timely foUow'd but the former night. 
What numbers had been fav'd by Hedor's flight I. 

Thajt 
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That wife advice rejedled with diidain, 

I feel my folly in my people (Itttn, . 14; 

Methink» my fuffering countsy's Voice I hear> 

But moft» her worthlefs fens infult my ear ; 

On my rafh. courage charge the chance of war. 

And blame thofe virtues which they cannot (hare* 

ih — if I e'er return, return I muft 150 

Glorious, my country's terror laid in duft : 

Or, if I perilh, let her fee me fall 

In field at leaft, and fighting for her wsdL 

And yet, fuppofe ttiefe meafuret I forego. 

Approach unarm'd, and parley with the foe» . ^g^ 

The warripur-fhield, the helm, and lance, lay down» 

And treat on terms of peace to fave the town : 

The wife withheld, the treafure ill-detain'd, 

(Caufe of the war, and grievance of the land^^ 

With honourable juflice to reftore > j6o 

'And add half Ilion's yet remaining ftore. 

Which Troy ihall, fwom^ produce ; that injur'd Greece 

May Ihare our wealth, and leave our wall& in peace ^ 

But why this thought ? Unarm'd if I fhould go. 

What hope of mercy from this vengeful foe, i^ 

'Bift woman4ike to fall, and fall without ablow i 

We greet not here as man converting man, ' 

Met at an oak, or journeying o'er a plain ; 

No feafon now for calm familiar talk. 

Like youths and maidens in an evening walk : jjo 

War is our bulmefs ; but to whom is given 

To die, ot triumph, that determine Heaven ! 

Thus pondering, like a God the Greek drew nigh j 
His dreadfol pkimage nodded froi&on high; 

The 
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The PcUan javelin, in hi$ better hand, 17 j 

Shot trembUng rays, that glitter'd o'er the land ; 

And on his breaft the beamy fplendors Ihonc 

like Jove's own lightning, or the rifing fun : 

As Heaor fees, nnufual tcrrours rife, 

Stnck by fome God, he fears, recedes, and flies : iSo 

He leaves the gates, he leaves the walls behind ; . 

Achilles follows like the winged wind. 

Thus at the panting dove a falcon flies , 

^The fwifteft racer of the liquid flties) 

Juft when he holds, or thinks he holds, his prey, i8j 

Obliquely wheeling through th' aerial way. 

With open beak and (hrilling cries he fprings. 

And aims his claws, and ftioots upon his wings. 

No lefe fore-right thu rapid chace they held, 

Qq^ urg'd by fury, one by fear impeU'd; ^ 190 

Now circling round the walls their courfe maintain^ 

Where the high wateh-towcr overlooks the plain ; 

Now where the fig-trees fpread their umbrage broad 

(A wider coropafs) fmoke along the road. 

]^xt; by Scamandcr's double fource they bound, 19 j 

Where two fam'd fountains burft the parted ground >, 

This hot through fcorching clefts is feen to riie,. 

With exhalations fteaming to the ikies ; 

That, the green banks in fnmmer's heat o'erflpws* 

like cryfW clear, and coU as winter ihow«. aO0 

Each guftiing fount a marble ciftern filb, 

Whofe polilh'd bed receives the faUing riUs ; 

Whe» Trojan damea (ere yet alarm'd by Greece) 

Wafli.'d t^« fair gft' yi^^ntg in the da^s of peaccu 
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(The mighty fled, pnrfued by ftronger might). 

Swift was the courfe ; no vulgar prize they play. 

No vulgar vidUm miift reward the day 

(Such as in races crown the fpeedy ftrtfe). 

The prize contended wa« great Heftor'^ life. 2f • 

As when fomc hero's fonerals arc decreed. 
In grateful honour of the mighty dead ; 
Where high rewards the vigorous youth inflame 
(Some golden tripod, or fome lovely dame) ; 
The panting courfers fwiftly turn the goal, 215 

And with them turns the rais'd fpedbitors' foul i 
Thus three times round the Trojan wall they fly ^ 
The gstzing Gods lean forward from the iky : 
To whom, while eager on the chace they look. 
The Sire of mortals and immortals fpoke : ^29! 

Unworthy fight t the man belov'd of Heaven, 
Behold, inglorious round yon city driven I 
My heart partakes the generous Hedlor's pain ; 
Hedlor, whofe zeal whole hecatombs has flain, 
Whofe grateful fumes the Gods receiv'd with joy, 225 
From Ida's fummits, and the towers of Troy : 
Now fee him flying ! to his fears lefign'd. 
And Fate, and fierce Achilles, clofe behind. 
Confalt, ye Powers! ('tis worthy your debate) 
Whether to fnatch him from impending fate, 23d 
Or let him bear, by ftem Felkles flain 
(Good as he is) the k>t impos'd on man. 

Then Pallas thus : Shall he whofe vengeance forms 
The foiky bolt, and blackens heaven with flor ms,. . 

Shall 
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ShetH he prolong one Trojan's forfeit breath! %i^ 
A man, a mortal, pre-ordain'd to death I 
And will no murmurs fill the courts above ? 
No Gods indignant blame their partial Jove ? 

Go then (returnM the Sire) without delay^ 
Exert thy will : I give the Fates their way, 2401 

Swift, at the mandate pleas'd, Tritonia flies. 
And (loops impetuous* from the cleaving ikies« 

As through the forefty o'er the vale and lawn. 
The weU-breath'd beagle drives the flying fawn ; 
Ia vain he tries the covert of the brakes, 245: 

Oil deep beneath the trembling thicket fliakes ; 
Sure of the vapour in the tainted dews. 
The certain hound his various maze purfues^ 
Thus, ftej> by ftep, where'er the Trojan wheel'd. 
There fwift Achilles compafa'd round the field. 25a 
Oft as to leach the Dardan gates he bends. 
And hopes th' afliflance of his pitying friends, 
(Whofe ihowering arrows, as he cours'd below,. 
From the high turrets might opprefs the foe) 
Saoft Achilles turns him to the plain i 255; 

He eyes the city, but he eyes in vain. 
As men in ilumber feem-with fpeedy pace 
One to purfue, and one to lead the chacer 
Their finking limbs the fancy 'd coucfe forfake,. 
Nor this can fly, nor that can overtake : 269 

No lefs the labouring heroes pant and flrain ; 
While that but flies, and this purfues, in vain. 

What God, O Mufe ! aflifted Hcftor's force,. 
With Fate itfelf fo long to hold the courfe ? 

Phoebt» 
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Fhcibas it was ; wbo« in his lateft hour, %6f 

Endued his knees with ftrength, his nerves with power : 
And great Achilles, left fome Greeks advance 
Should fnatch the glory from his lifted lance. 
Sign'd to the troops to yield his foe the way. 
And leave untouch'd the honours of the day. 37a 

Jove lifts the golden balances, that (how 
The fates of mortal men, and things below ; 
Here each contending hero's lot he tries. 
And weighs, with equal hand, their deftinies« 
Low (inks the fcaie furcharg'd with Hedor's fate ; 97 J 
Heavy with death it finks, and hell receives the weigl^t* 

Then Phoebus left him. Fierce Minerva flies 
To ftern Pelides, and triumphing cries : 
Oh, lov'd of Jove i this day our labours ceafe. 
And conqueft blazes with full beams on Gxeece, 28Q . 
Oreat Hedor falls ; that Hedor fam'd fo far. 
Drunk with renown, infatiable of war. 
Falls by thy hand, and mine I nor force nor flight 
Shall more avail him, nor his God of Light. 
Se^ where in vain he fupplicates above, t%^ 

Roird at the feet of unrelenting Jove I 
Reft here : myfelf will lead the Trojan on. 
And urge to meet the fate he cannot fhun. 

Her voice divine the chief with joyful mind 
Obey'd ; and refted, on his lance reclin'd. 29Q 

While like Deiphobus the martial Dame 
^Her face, her gefture, and her arms, the fame) 
In (how and aid, by haplefs Hedor's fi^e 
Approach'd, and greets him thus with voice bcly*d : . 

Toa 
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-Too long, O Heftor, have I borne the fight 295 
Of this diftrcfs, and forrow'd in thy flight : 
It fits us now a noble ftand to m^kt. 
And here, as brothers, equal fates partake. 

Then he : O prince ! ally'd in blood and fame. 
Dearer than all that own a brother's name ; ^00 

Of all that Hecuba to Priam bore. 
Long try 'd, long lov'd ; much lov'd, but honoac'd morel 
Since you, of all your numerous race, alone- 
Defend my Kfe, regardlefe of your own. 

Again the Goddefs : Much ray father's prayer, 30^ 
And much my mother's, preft me to forbear : 
My friends embrac'd my knees, adjur'd my (lay. 
But ftronger love impeird, and I obey. 
Come then, the glorious conflid let us try, 
i^t the fteel fparkle, and the javelin fly :■ ^10 

Or let us ftretch Achilles on the field. 
Or to his arm our bloody trophies yield. 

Fraudful ihc faid ; then fwiftly march'd before; 
The Dardan hero (htms his foe no more. 
Sternly they met. The filence Heftor broke ; 3 r j 
His dreadful plumage* nodded as he fpoke :* 

Enough, O fon of Fefeus !* Troy has view'd 
Her walls thrice circled, and her chief purfued. 
But now fome God wkhin me bid» me try 
Thine, or my fate: I kill thee, or I die* 3-20 

Yet on- the verge of battle let us flay. 
And for a moment's fpace fufpend the day ; 
Let Heaven's high powers be call'd to arbitrate 
The juft conditions of this ftem. debate 

Vol. XLIX. T (Eternal 
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(Eternal witaefles of all below, -3*5 

And faithful guardians of the treafur'd vow !) 

To them. I fwcar ; if, viftor i^ the ftrife, 

Jove by thefe hands (hall (hed thy noble life. 

No vile di^io^our fliall thy corpfe purfue ; 

Stript of its ;urms alone (the conqueror's djie) 330 

The reft to Greece uninjux*d rUrcftore : 

Now plight^thy mutual 9ath, I afk no more. 

Talk not of oaths (the dreadful, chief replie$, 
"While anger flafh'd from his difdainful eyes) 
Detefted as thou art, and ought to b^, 335 

Nor oath nor pad Achilles plights with thee : 
Such pads 45 lambs and rapid wolv^ combine; 
Such leagues as men and furious lions join. 
To fuch I call the Gods ! one conftant fta^ 
Of lafting rancour .and eternal hate ; 340 

No thought but lage and never-ceafing ftrife. 
Till death extinguifh rage, and thought, and life. 
Rouze then thy forces this important hour. 
Colled thy foul, and oall forth all thy power* 
No farther fubterfuge, no &rther chance.; 345 

'Tis Pallas, Pallas gives thee to my lance. 
Eaph Grecian ghoft by thee dcj^y*d q£ breath 
Now hovers round, apd calls thiee.to thy death. 

He fpoke, and launched his javelin at the. foe.; 
But Hedor fhunn'd the meditated blow : 350 

He ftoop'd, while o'er bis hqad the flying fpear 
Sung innocent, jandipent its force in air. 
Minerva watch'd it falling on the land, 
TChen drew, and |;ave to great Achilles' hand, 

Unieen 
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>Vnreen of Hedor, wlio, elate with jpy> 355; 

;Now (Hakes his lance, and braves the dread of Troy. 

The life you boafted to that javciin given. 
Prince ! you have mifs'd. My fate depends oq Heaven. 
Tothee, piefumptuous as thou art, unknown 
Or what muft prove my fortune, or thy own. 360 
Boafting is but an art, our fears to blind. 
And with falfe terrour fink another's mind. 
But know, whatever fate I am to try. 
By no di^oneil wound fhall Hedlor die; 
I (hall not fall a fugitive at leaft, 35; 

My foul ihall bravely iflue from my breaft. 
But firft try thou my arm ; and may this dart 
End all my country's woes, deep buried in thy heart! 

The weapon flew, its courfe unerring held ; 
Unerring, but the heavenly ihieid repell'd 370 

The mortal dart ; refulting with a bound 
From off the ringing orb, it ftruck the ground. 
He^r beheld his javdin fall in vain. 
Nor other lance nor other hope remam ; 
-He calls Deiphobus, demands a fpear, 37; 

In vain, for no Deiphobus was there. 
All comfortlefs he ftands : then, with a fig^, 
'Tis fo— Heaven wills it, and my hour is nigh ! 
I deem'd Deiphobus had heard my call, 
jBut he fecure lies guarded in the wall. 386 

A God dcceiv'd me; Pallas, 'twas thy deed. 
Death, and black Fate, approach I 'tis I muft bleed. 
No refuge now, no fuccour from above. 
Great Jove defetts me, and thefoa of Jove> 

:T 2 Piopitious 
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Propitious once, and kind f then welcome Fate ! j#^j 

'•Tij true I perifh^ yet I pcrifti great : 

Yet in a mighty deed I (hall expire, 

l^et future ages hear it, and admire ! 

Fierce, at die word, his weighty fword he drew. 
And, all coliedled, on Achifies flew. ^90 

^o Jove's bold bird, high balanc'd in the air. 
Stoops from. the clouds to trufs the quivering hare. 
Nor lefs Achilles- his fierce foul prepares ; 
Before his bseaft the flaming (hield he bears, 
Kcfulgent orb ! above his fourfold cone 59^ 

The gilded ^hopfe-hair fparkled in the fun. 
Nodding at every ftep : fVu-lcanian frame!) 
And, as he mov'd, his figure feem'd on flame. 
As radiant Hefper ihines with keener light, 
'Far-beaming o'er the filvcr hoft of night, 400 

When all the ftarry train emblaze the fphere : 
So (hone the point of great Achilles' fpear. '' 

In his right-hand he waves the weapon round, 
Fyes the whole man, and meditates the wound : 
JBut the rich mail Patrodus latdy wore, 40^ 

Securdy cas'd the warriour's body o'er ; 
One place at length he fpies, to let in Fate, 
Where 'twixt the neck and throat the jo'nted plate 
Gave entrance : through that penetrable part 
dFurious he drove the well-dire^d dart : 41^ 

Nor pierc'd the wind-pipe yet, nor took the power 
Of fpeech, unhappy ! from thy dying hour. 
Prone on the field the bleeding warriour lies. 
While thus, triumphing, ftem Achilles cries : 
t / ' • . . ■ -I At 
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. <At laft is He^or dretch'd upon the plain, 41 ^ 

Who fear'd no vengeance for Patroclus flain : 
Then, prince ! you fhould have fear'd, what now you 
Achilles abfent, was Achilles ftill. [feel ; 

Yet a Ihort fpacc the great avenger ftay'd. 
Then Jow in duft thy ftrength and glory laid. 420 
Peaceful he fleeps, with all our rites adorn'd. 
For ever honour'd, and for ever moum*d : 
While, c?dl to all the rage of hoftile power. 
Thee, birds (hall mangle, and the dogs devour. 
, Then Hedor, fainting at th' approach of death : 425 
By thy own foul I by thofc who gave thee breath ! 
By all the /acred prevalence of prayer; 
Ah, leave me not for Grecian dogs to tear ! 
The common rites of fepulture bcftow, 
'Po foothe ^ father's and a mother's woe ; 430 

Let their large gifts procure an urn at lead. 
And Hed^or's a(hes in his country reft. 

No, wretch accurft ! fclentlefs he replies, 
(Flames, as he fpoke, (hot flafhing from his eyes) 
^ot thpfe who gave me breath Ihould bid me fpare, . 
Nor all the facred prevalence of prayer. 
Could I mjrfelf the bloody banquet join ! 
No— to the dogs that carcafe I refign. 
Should Troy, to bribe me, bring forth all herftore. 
And, giving thoufands, offer thoufands more ; 440 
Should Dardan Priam, and his weeping dame. 
Drain their whole realm to buy one funeral flame ; 
Their Heftor on the pile they Ihould not fee. 
Nor rob the vultures of one limb of thee. 

T 3 Then 
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Then tliQs the chief his dying accents drevir i. 445 
Thy rage, implacable ! too well I knew: 
The Forieft that reJentleft breaft have fteel'd^^ 
And curft thee with a heart that cannot yield* 
Yet think, a day will come, wheiv Fate's decfee 
And angry Goda (hall wreak this wrong oa thee; 4$Ov 
Phcebus and Paris iha^l avenge ray fate. 
And ftretch thee here, before this Scasan gate* 

He ceas'd. The Fates fuppreft his l^ouring bveath*. 
And his cytw iliffe&'d at the hand of death ; 
I'o the dark realm the fpirit wings its way 45^ 

(The nianly body left a load of clay) 
And plaintive glides along the dreary coa^ 
A naked, wandering, melancholy ghoft ! 

Achillesy mu£ng as he roU'd his eyea . 
O'er the dead hero, thus, (unheard replies : 460"- 

Die thou the firft ! When Jove and Heaven ordaia^. 
I follow thee— Jie {aid» and ftripp'd the flain. 
Then, forcing backward from the gaping wound 
The reeking javelin^ caft it on the gix)Qxid« 
The thronging Greeks behold with wonderingejws 46} 
His manly beauty and {uperio£ fize : 
While fome^ ignobler, the great, dead deface? 
With wounds ungenexous, or with taunts di^race* 
** How chang'd that Hcftor ! who like Jove of late 
** Sent lightning on our fleets, and fcatter'd fate I" 47a 

High o'er the (lain the great Achilles ftands» 
Begirt with heroes, and.furrounding bands; 
And thus.aloud, while all the hod attends : 
Princes and leadejsJ CQuntrymen and fiknds ! 

Since 
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Since now at length the powerfal will of Heiiveh 475 
The dire deftroyer to our- arm has given. 
Is not Troy fall'n already ? Hafte, ye powers-t- 
See, if already their ddertcd towers = 
Areleftunmaiin'd; or if they* yet retain' 
The fouls of heroes, their great He(^or flain ? 4^0. 
But what is Troy, or glory what, to me ? 
Or why refledb my mind on aught but thee,- 
Divine Patrockis! Death has feal'd his eyes ; 
Unwept, unhonour'd, uninterr'd, he lies! 
Can hifrdeaf image from my foul depart, j^Sgl 

Long as the vital fpirit moves my heart ?- 
If, in- the melancholy ihades below. 
The flames of friends and lovers ceafe to glow,- 
Yet mine (hall faci«d laft ; mine undecay'd 
Burn on through death, and animate my (hade. 490^ 
Meanwhile,' ye fons of Greece, in triumph bring 
The corpfe of Hedor, and your Paeans fing.. 
Be this the fong, flow-moving tow'rd the fliore,* 
^ Heftor is dead, and Ilion is no more,-'' 

Then- his^ fell' foul a thoughr of vengeance bred 49^* 
(Unworthy of himfelf and of the dead). 
The nervous ancles bor'd,- his feet he bound 
With thongs inferred through the double wound ; 
Thefe fix'd up high behind the rolling wain. 
His graceful head wits trail*d along the plain* 500 
Proud on his car th' infulting vidor flood. 
And bore aloft his arms, diftilling blood. 
He fmites the fleeds ; the rapid chariot flies ; 
The fudden cloudb of circling duft axife. 

T 4 Now 
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Now loft is all that formidable air ; ^<if 

The face divine, and long-defcending hair. 

Purple the ground, and ftreak the fable fand ; 

Deform'd, difhonour'd, in his native land 

Giv'n to the rage of an infulting throng ! 

And in his parents' fight now dragg'd along! 510 

The mother firft beheld with iad furvey : 
She rent her treifes, venerably grey. 
And cail, far o^ the regal veils aws^« 
With piercing (hrieks his bitter fate (he moans> 
While the fad father anfwers groans with groans ; 51 j^ 
Tears after tears his mournful checks o'erflow. 
And the whole city wears «ne face of woe; 
No lefs than if the rage of hoftile fires. 
From her foundations curling to her fpires, 
«0'er the proud ciudel at length fhould rife» 520 
And the laft blaze fend Ilion to the ikiesu 
The wretched monarch of the falling flate, 
Diflradled, pre^es to the Dardan gate. 
Scarce the whcJe people flop his defjperate courfe. 
While ftrong afflidlion gives the feeble force ; 52^ 
Grief tears his heart, and drives him to and fro. 
In all the raging impotence of woe. 
At length he roU'd in duil, and thus begun : 
Imploring all, and naming one by one : 
Ah J let me, let me go where forrow calls : 530 

I, only I, will ilTue from your walls 
^ Guide or companion, friends ! 1 alk you none) 
And bow before the murderer of my fon. 
My grief perhaps bis pity may engage ; 
#CEhaps at leaft he may refbeA my age. 53^ 

He 
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IHe has a father too, a maji like me ; 
One, not exempt from age and mifery 
(Vigorous no more, as when his young embrace 
Begot this peft of me and all my race) ; 
Mow many valiant fons, in €arly bloom, ^40 

Has that curil hand fent headlong to the tomb ! 
Thee, Hedor ! laft : tl^ lofe (divinely brave) 
Sinks rtiy fad foul with forrow to the grave. 
Oh, had thy gentle fpirit paft in peace, 
The fon expiring in the fire'4 embrace, f^g 

While both thy parents wept thy fatal hour. 
And, bending o'er thee, mix'd the tender ihower! 
Some comfort that had been, fome fad relief. 
To melt in full fatiety of grief! 

Thus wail'd the father, groveling on the ground. 
And all the eyes of Ilion flream'd around. 

Amidft her matrons Hecuba appears 
(A mourning princefs, and a train in tears) 
Ah, why has Heaven prolonged this hated breath. 
Patient of horrours, to behold thy death ? 5^5 

O Hedor! late thy parents* pride and joy. 
The boaft of nations ! the defence of Troy ! 
To whom her fafety and her fame (he ow'd ; . 
Her chiei^ her hero, and almoft her God J 
O fatal change I become in one fad day 560 

A fenfelefs corpfe ! inanimated clay I 

But not as yet the fatal news had fpread 
To fair Andromache, of Heftor dead ; 
As yet no meflenger had told his fate. 
Nor ev'n his ftay without the Scsean gate, ^s 

Far 
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]^ar in the clofe rcGcfie* of die dome, 
Penfive (he ply'd the mebncholj loom;- 
A growing work employed her iecret hoors,- 
ConfusMIy gay with kilermingled flowers. 
Her fair-hair'd handmaids heat the bsHcea^ ani>> ^fo^ 
The bath preparing for her lord's return : 
In vain : alas I her lord veturns no more! 
Unbath'd he lies,, and Ueeds along the Ihorel' 
Now from the wall» the elamoun reach her ear. 
And all her members ihake with fudden fear; 57$ 
Forth from her ivory hmd the (huttle falls. 
As thus, a^oniih'd, to her maids (he calls: 

Ah, follow me! ((he cry'd) what plaintive noife 
Invades my ear ? 'Tis fare my mother's voice. 
My faltering lcnee» thei» trembling frame defert,. 580 
A pulfe unaiual flutters at my heart ;- 
Some ftrange difafter, ibme reverfe of fate, 
(Ye Gods avert it!) threats the Trojan ibtte. 
Far be the omen which my thoughts fuggeft ! 
But much I fear my Hedor's dauntlefs breaft ^g 
Confronts Achilles > chacM along the plain. 
Shut from our walls! I fear, I fear him flai'n ! 
Safe in the croud he ever fcornM to wait. 
And fought for glory in the jaws of fate : 
Perhaps that noble heat has coft his breath, 590 ' 

Now quench'd for ever in the arms of death. 

She fpoke ; and furious, with diftra^ed pace. 
Fears in her heart, and anguifh in her face. 
Flies through the dome (the maids her fteps purfue) 
And mounts the walls, and fend» around her view. 

Toa 
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Too foon her eyes tke killing objed found. 
The god-like Hoftor dragg'd along the ground. 
A fudden darknefs ihades her fwiimmng eyes : 
She faints, fhe falls ; her breath, her colour, fiies« 
Her hair's fair ornaments,- the braids that bound, 600^-' 
The net that held them, and the wreath that erown-d^. 
The veil and diadein, flew far away 
(The gift of Venus on her bridal day) 
Around a train of wee^ing.fiflerS'ilandfi^' 
To raife her,' finking,, with afiiilaat kandst fo^ 

Searce from the verge of death recalled, agala^ 
She faints, or but recover to compbin* 

O wietched huiband of a wretched, wife ! 
Born with one fate,, to one unhappy life I 
For fure one ftar its baneful beam difplay'd 61^ 

On Priam's roof and Hippoplacia's fhadc.- 
From different parent^ dt&ioit climes, we came. 
At difl^rent periods, ytt our fates^ the iaroe t 
Why was my birth to great Aetkm, ow'd, 
And why was all that tender care beAow'd ? 61 f 
Would I had never been f--^ thou,^ the ghoft 
Of my dead hufband 1 nuieraUy kA ; 
Thou, to the difmai realms for ever gone ! 
And I abandon'd, deibkte, alone I 
An; only child, once comfort of m7 painft, 6jo 

Sad produA now of haplefs love, icnuuns I 
No more to fmile upon his fiie, no. friend 
To help him now ! no father to de&nd I 
For ihould he. 'fcape the fword, the common doom. 
What wrongs attend him, andwhatgriefe to come t 

£v'n 
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Ev'n from his own paternal roof expcll'd, 
>SomO' ftranger ploughs his patrimonial £cld. 
The day, that to the fhadcs the father fends, 
Robs the- fad orphan of his father's friends : 
He, wretched outcaft of mankind ! appears 6^0 

For ever fad, for ever bath'd in tears ! 
Amongft the happy, unregarded he 
Hangs on the robe, or trembles at the knee. 
While thofe his father's former bounty fed, 
^i- reach the goblet, nor divide the bread ; 6j^ 
The kindeft but his prefent wants allay. 
To leave him wretched the fucceeding day* 
Frugal con^aflicui 1 Heedlcfs, they who boaft 
Both parents ftill, nor feel what he has lofl, 
8hall cry, *• Be gone J thy father feafts not here ;" 640 
The wretch obeys, retiring with a tear. 
Thus wretched, thus retiring all in tears. 
To my fad foul Aftyanax appears 1 
Forc'd by repeated infults to return, 
^d to his widow 'd mother vainly mourn. 645 

He, who, with tender delicacy bred. 
With princes fported, and on dainties fed. 
And when ftill evening gave him up to reft. 
Sunk in foft down upon the nurfe's bread, 
Mitft — ah what muft he not ? Whom Ilion calls 650 
Aftyanax, from her well-guarded walls. 
Is now that name no more, unhappy hoy I 
Since now no more the father guards his Troy. 
But thou, my Heftor, ly'ft expos'd in air. 
Car from thy parents' and. thy confort's caxe, .6^; 

Whofe 
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Whofe hand in vain, diredled by her love. 
The martial fcarf and robe of triumph wove 
Now to devouring flames be thefc a' prey, 
Ufelefs to thee, from this accuxfed day !. 
Yet let the facrifice at leaft be paid, 669- 

An honour to the living, not the dead. 

So fpake the mournful dame : her matrons hear*. 
$lgh back her (ighs, and anfwet tear with teac 
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ACHILLES and the Myrmidons do honour to the 
body of Patroclus* After the funeral feaft, he re« 
tires to the fea-(hore, where, falling afleep, the 
ghofl of his friend appears to him, and demands the 
rites of burial ; the next mornino; the foldiers are 
fent with mules and waggons to fetch wood for the 
pyre. The funeral prOceffipn, and the offering th«ir 
hair to the dead, Achilles facrifices feveral animals, 
and laftly twelve Trojan cajJtives, at the pile ; then 
fets fire to it. He pays libations to the winds, 
which (at the inl^ance of Iris) rife, and raife the 
flames. When the pile has burned all night, they 
gather the bones, place them in an urn of gold, and . 
raife the tomb. Achifles inftitutes the funerat 
games : the chariot-race, the fight of the cxflus, 
the wreflling, the foot-race, the fingle combat, the, 
difcus, the (hooting with arrows, the darting the 
javelin : the various defcriptions^ of which, and the 
various fuccefs of the feveral antagonifls,. make the 
greateft part of the book. 

In this book ends the thirtieth day. The night 
following, the ghoft of Patroclus appears to Achilles^: 
the one and thirtieth day is employed in felling the 
timber for the pile ; the two and thirtieth in burn- 
ing it; and the three and thirtieth in the games* 
The fcene is generally on the fea-ihoie» 
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THUS, humbled in the duft, the pe«(ive tram 
Through the fad chy mouirn'd her hero llain. 
The body foil'd whh duft, and black with gore. 
Lies on broad Hellefpont's refounding fhore : 
T'he Grecians feek their Ihips, and clear the ft«ind, 5 
All, bat the martial Myrmidonian band ^ 
Thefe yet affembled great Achilles holds. 
And the ftem purpofe of his mind unfolds ; 

Not yet, ray brave companions of the war, 
^eleafe your fmoking courfers from the car ; x o 

But, with his chariot each in order led. 
Perform due honours to Patroclus dead. 
Ere yet from reft or food ^ve feek relief. 
Some rites remain, to glut our rage of grief. 

The troops obey'd; and thrice in order led i-f 

{Achilles firft) their courfers round the dead ; 
And thrice their forrows and laments renew ; 
Tears bathe their arms, and tears the fands bedew. 
For fuch a warriour Thetis aids their woe. 
Melts their ftrong hearts, and bids their eyes to flow. 
But chief, Pelides : thick-fucceeding fighs 
Burft from his hearty and torrents fromiiis eyes : 
' Vi)*."XLIX, U His 
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His flaughtering hands, yet red with blood, he laid 
On his dead friend's cold breail, and thus he faid : 

All hail, Patroclus ! let thy honoux'd ghoft 25 

Hear, and rejoice, on Pluto's dreary coaft ; 
Behold ! Achilles' promife is compleat ; 
The bloody Hedor ftretch'd before thy feet* 
Lo ! to the dogs his caxcafe I refign; 
And twelve fad viftims, of the Trojan line, 30 

Sacred to vengeance, inftant, Ihall expire; 
Their lives efFus'd. around thy funeral pyre. < 

Gloomy he faid, and (horrible to view) 
Before the bier the bleeding Heftor threw,, 
Prone on the duft. The Myrmidons around 39 

Unbrac'd their armour, and the fteeds: unbound. 
All to Achilles' fable fliip repair. 
Frequent and full, the genial feaft to (hare. 
Now frpm the well-fed fwine black fmokes 2((pire. 
The briftly vidlims hiffing o'er the fire : 40 

The huge ox bellowing falls; with feebler cries 
Expires the goat; the fheep in filence dies.. 
Around the hero's proftrate body flow'd. 
In one promifcuous ftream, the reeking bloods 
^nd now a band of Argive monarchs brings 4 J 

The glorious viftor to the king of kings. 
From his dead friend the penfive warriour went, . 
With fteps unwilling, to the regal tent. . 
Th' attending heralds, as by office bounds 
With kindled flames the tripod vafe furround ; 50 

To cleanfe his conquering hands from hoftile gore. 
They urg'd in yain ; the chief retus'd, and fworc : ;. 

..•.No 



d by Google 



ILIAD, Book XXIII. 391 

No drop (hall touch me, by almighty Jove! 
The firft and grdateft of the Gods above I 
Till on the pyre I place thee ; till I rear 55 

The grafly mound, and clip thy facred hair : • 
Some eafe at leaft thofe pious rites may give. 
And foothe my forrows while I bear to live. 
Howe'er, reludlant as I am, I ftay. 
And Ihare your feaft ; but, with the dawn of day. 60 
(O king of men ! J it claims thy royal care. 
That Greece the warriour's funeral pile prepare. 
And bid the forefls fall (fuch rites are paid 
To heroes (lumbering in eternal ihade). 
Then-, when his earthly part fhall mount in fire, 6^ 
Let the leagued fquadrons to their polls retire. 
He fpoke ; they hear him, and the word obey ; 
The rage of hunger and of thirft allay,- 
Then eafe in fleep the labours of the day. 
But great Pelides ftretch along the (hore, 70 

Where dafh'd on rocks the broken billows roar. 
Lies inly groaning ; while on either hand 
The martial Myrmidons' confus'dly Hand. * 
Along the grafs his languid members fall, 
Tir'd with his chace around the Trojan wall ; 75 ' 

Hufh'd by the murmurs of the rolling deep,- 
At length he finks in the foft arms of fleep.' 
When, lo ! thelhade, before his clofmg eyes, * 

Of fad Patroclus rofe, orfeem'd to rife; 
In the fame robe he living wore, he cajne ; *8ii 

In ftantre, voice, and 'pleaiing look, the fame; ' ^ 
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TTic form familiar hovcr'd o'er his head : ^ 

And fleeps Achilles (thus the phantom faid) f 

rSleeps my Achilles» his Patcoclus dead ? 3 

Living, I feem'd his deareft, tendered cue, 85 

Sat now forgot, I wander in the air. 
Let my pale corpfe the rites of burial kftow^ 
And give me entrance in the realms bdow-: 
Till then the fpirit finds notefting-piace. 
But here and diere th' unbody'd fpedlres chace <9S 
The vagrant dead around the daf k abode» 
Forbid to crofs th' irremeable flood. 
Now give thy hand : for to the farther (hore 
Wheaonce we pais, the foul returns no more*: 
When once the kft funereal flames afcend, ^9^ 

\No more'fhall meet Achilles and his friend ; 
No more our thoughts to^thofe we lov'd make known^ 
*Or quit the dearefl, to converfe alone. 1 

■1^ fate has fever'd from die fons of earth. 
The fate^ore-doom'd that waited from my birth: loo 
Thee too it waits ; before the Trojan wall 
Ev'n great and God-like thou« art doom'd to &1I. 
Hear then ; and as in fate and love we join. 
Ah, fufier that my bon«s may ref( with thine! 
Together have wc liv'd ; together bred, lag 

One houfe receiv'd us, and one table fed ; 
'That golden urn, thy Goddef&-mother gave, 
May mix our afhes in one common grave. 

And is it thou ? (he anfwers) to my fi^ ^ 

Once more retum'ft thou from the realms of night? hio ] 
Oh more than brother ! Think each office paid« ^ 

IMbate'cr can jeft a difcoatcnted ihade s 

BttC 
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But grant one laft embrace, unhappy boy I 
Affprd at leaft that melancholy joy. 

He faid, and with his longing arms effay'd 1 1^ 
In vain to grafp the vifionary (hade ; 
Like a thin fmoke he fees the fpirit fly,. 
And hears a feeble, lamentable cry. 
Confus'dhe wakes; amazement breads the bandd 
Of golden fleep, , and , ftarting from^the fands, 1 20 \ 
Penfive he mufes with uplifted hands : 

'Tis true,> 'tis certain ; man, though dead, retains- ^ 
Part of himfelf; th'immonal mind remains;. 
The form fubfifts- without the body's aid,„ 
Aerial femblance, and an empty (hade! Z2j; * 

This night my friend, . fo late in battle loft. 
Stood at my fide^ a penfive, plaintive ghoft;, 
£v'n now familiar, as in life^ he came, 
A^as ! how different ! yet how like the fame !* 

Thus while he fycke^ each eye gj^ew big with tears^: 
And now the rofy-finger*d morn appears. 
Shews every mournfuLface with tears o'er fpread,. 
And glares on the pale vifage of the dead- 
But Agamemnon,, as the rites demand,. 
With mules and waggons fends a^ chofen band, 13^.: 
To load the timber^ and the pile to rear ; 
A charge configji'd to Merion's faithful care* 
With proper inftruments they take the road,. 
Axes to cut, and ropes to fling the load. 
Fim march the heavy mules, fecurely flow,„ 140. 

O'er hills, o'er dales^ o'er crags, o'er rocks, they go: ' 
Jumping, high o'er the fhrubs of the rpuffh ground,^, . .\ 
I^fttl^the clatterings cafs> and the fhockt.ai^ bpond;. 
U 3 Buci 
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But when sirriy'd at Ida's fpreading woods 

(Fair Ida, watcr'd with defcending floods) 145 

Loud founds the ax, redoubling ftrokes on ftrokes ; 

On all fides round the foreft hurls her oaks 

Headlong. Deep^hoing groan the thickets brown ; 

llien, ruflling, crackling, crafhing, thunder down. 

The wood the Grecians cleave, prepar'd to burn ;- 150 

And the flow mules the fame rough road return* 

The fturdy woodmen equal burdens bore 

(Sucbcharge was given them) to the Candy ftiore;- 

There, on the fpot which great Achilles fliow'd. 

They eas'd their flioulders, and difpos'd the load;. 155 

Circling around the place, where times to come 

Shall view Patroclus' and Achilles' tomb. 

The hero bids his martial troops appear 

High on their cars, in all the pomp of war; 

Each in refulgent arms his limbs attires, 160 

All mount their chariots, combatants and fquires. 

The chariots firft proceed, a fliining train ; 

Then clouds of foot that fmoke along the plain ; 

Next thefe a melancholy band appear, 

Amidft, lay dead Patroclu» on the bier : 16; 

CTer all the corpfe their fcatter'd locks they throw; 

Achilles next, oppreft with mighty woe. 

Supporting with his hands the hero's head. 

Bends o'er, th' extended body of the dead. 

Patroclus decent on th' appointed ground I jo 

They place,- and heap the fy Ivan pile around, 

Bttt great Achilles ftands apart in prayer. 

And) from his head divides the yellow hair ; 

Thofe 
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Thofe curling locks which from his youth he vow^d» 
: And facred grew, to Sperchius' honoured flood ; 17 j 
Then, iighing,. to the deep his looks he caft. 
And roird his eyes around the watery wafte : 

Sperchius ! whofe waves in mazy errors loft 
Delightful soil along my native coafti 
To whom we vainly vow'd, at our return, 1 80 

Thefin. locks to fall, and hecatombs to burn : 
Full fifty rams to bleed in facrifice. 
Where to the day thy filver fountains rife. 
And where in fhade of confecrslted bowers 
Thy altars (land, perfum'd with native flowers! i8j 
So vow'd my father, but he vow'd in vain ; 
No more Achilles fees his native plain : 
In that vain hope thefe hairs no longer grow, 
Fatroclus bears them to the fhades below. 

Thus o'er Fatroclus while the hero pray'd, 190 

On his cold hand the facred lock he laid. 
Once more afrefh the Grecian forrows flow : 
And now the -fun had fet upon their woe. 
But to the king of men thus fpoke the chief; 
Enough,. Atrides! give the troops relief: 19^ 

Permit the mourning legions to retire. 
And let the chiefs alone attend the pyre^ 
The pious care be ours, the dead to burn«— 
Hefaid: thepeople to their (hips return; 
While thofe deputed to inter the flain 200 

Heap with a rifnig pyramid the pladn. 
A hundred foot in length, a hundred wide. 
The growing ftrojtttrefpreads on every fide; 

U4 High 
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High on the top the maitly corpfe they lay^ 
And well-fed fheep and fable oxen flay : xop 

Achilles CQver'd with their fat the dc^,. 
And the pil'd vidims^ round the body fpread ; 
Then jars of honey, and of fragrant oil^ 
Sofpends around, low-bending 0;er the- pile* 
four fprightly couriers, with a deadly groan, 2 £^' 

Pbur forth their lives, and on the -pyre are thix^n^ 
Of nine large dogs, domeftic at his boud> 
Fall two, fele^d to attend their lord» 
Then laft of aJl, and horrible tp tell, 
S^:facrifice! twelve Trojan captives feff^ Zi§* 

On thcfe the rage of fire vidlorious preys,. 
Involves and joins them in one common blaze. 
Smear'd wi,th the bloody rites, he ftands on high. 
And calls the fpirit with a dreadful cry : 
; All hail,. Patroclus 1 let thy vengeful ghoft zio 

Hear, and exult, on Pluto's dreary coaft. 
Behold, Achilles' promife fully paid. 
Twelve Trojan heroes offer'd to thy (hade ; 
But heavier fates on Heftor's corpfe attend, 
Savy from the flames for hungry dogs to rend.. 2*5 . 

So fpake he threatening : but the Gods made vaiu 
His threat, and guard invidate the flain ; 
Celeftial Venus hoVer'd o'er his head^ 
And rofeate unguents, heavenly fragrance I (hed : 
^ewatch'dhim all the night, and all the day, i^cy 
And drove the bloodhounds fronv their deftin*d prey* 
Nor facred fhofibus lefs employ 'd his care; 
He pour'd jiround a teil of gathcr'd air. 
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And kept the nerves undry'd, the flcih entire^ 
Apin^ the folar beam and Sirian fire, Z35L 

Nor yet the pile where dead Patroclus lies. 
Smokes, nor as yet the fuHcn flames arife ; 
But faft befidCy Achilles ftood ia prayer, 
lavok'd the Gods, whofe fpirit moves the air,. 
A^ vidlims promised, and libations ca(l». 24^ 

uTo gentle Zephyr and the Boreal blaft : 
He call'd th' aerial Powers, along the Ikies. 
To breathe, and whifper to the fires to rife. ^ 
The winged Iris heard the hero's call. 
And inftant haden'd to their airy hall, . 2^^ 

Where, in old Zephyr's open courts on high,. 
Sat all the bluftering brethren of the Iky. 
She (hone amidll them, oaher painted bow ; 
The rocky pavement glitter'd with the fliow^ 
All from the banquet rife, and each invites 250* 

The various Goddefs to partake the rites ; 
Not fo (the dame reply 'd) I hafte to go 
To facred Ocean, and the floods below i ^ 

Ev'n now our folemn hecatombs, attend, 
Aad Heaven is feailiag on the world's green end, . 2 J5 
With righteous iEthiops (uncorruptcd train !) 
Far on th' extremeil limits of the main* 
But Peleus' fon intreats, with facrificc. 
The Wellern Spirit, and the North, to rife; 
I^on Patroclus pile your blafl be driven, 260 

And bear the blazing honours high to heaven. 

Swift as the word (he vani(h*d from their view : 
Swift as the word the winds tumultuous flew ; , 

• Forth 
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Forth bttzft the ftoroif band with thundering roar. 

And heaps on heaps the cloads are toft before. 26; 

To the wide main then ftooping from the ikies^ 

The heaving deeps in watery mountains rife: 

Troy feels the blaft along her (haking walls^ 

Till on the pile the gather'd tempeft falls. 

The ftrudlure craddes in the roaring fires, 270 

And all the night the plenteous flame afpires* 

All night Adiilles hails Fatroclus' foul. 

With large libations from the golden bowl. 

As a poor father, helplefs and undone. 

Mourns o'er the afhes of an only fon, 275 

Takes a fad pleafure the iaft bones to bum. 

And pour in tears, ere yet they clofe the urn : 

So ftay'd Achilles, circling round the fhore. 

So watch'd'the flames, till now they flame no more. 

•Twas when, emerging through the (hades of night. 

The morning planet told th' approach of light ; 

And faft behind, Aurora's warmer ray 

O'er the broad ocean pour*d the golden day : 

Then funk the Maze, the pile no longer bum'd. 

And to their caves the whittling winds retum'd ; 285 

Acrofs the Thracian feas their courfc they borer 

The ruffled feas beneath their paflage roar. 

Then parting from the pile he ccas'd to weep. 
And funk to quiet in th' embx^ce of flecp, 
Exhaufted with his grief: meanwhile the croud 299 
Of thronging Grecians round Achilles flood ; 
The tumult ^ak'd him: from his* eyes he ftiook 
Unwilling flumber, and the chiefs befpokc: 

Ye 
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Ye kings and princes of th' Achaian name ! 
Firft let us quench the yet remaining flame 29^ 

With fable wine ; then (as the rites diredl) 
The hero's bones with careful view fele6i : 
(Apart, and eafy to be known, they lie 
Amidft the heap, and obvious to the eye: 
The reft around the margin will be feen 50O 

Fromifcuous, fteeds and imolated men). 
Thefe, wrapt in double cawls of fat, prepare ; 
And in the golden vafe difpofe with care; 
Tliere let them reft, with decent honour laid. 
Till I (hall follow to th' infernal ftiade. jbj 

Meantime eredl the tomb with pious hands* ^ 
A common ftrudlure on the humble fands ; 
Hereafter Greece fome nobler work may raife. 
And late pofterity record our praife. 

The Greeks obey ; where yet the embers glow, 310 
Wide o'er the pile the fable wine they throw. 
And deep Aibfides the afhy heap beloW, 
Next, the^yhite bones his fad companions place. 
With tears coUeded, in the golden vafe. 
The facred relicks to the tent they bore ; 315 

The urn a veil of linen cover'd o"er. 
That doni, they bid the fepulchre afpire. 
And caft the deep foundations round the pyre ; 
High in the midft they heap the fwelling bed 
Of riftng earth, memorial of the dead. 32^ 

The fwtrming populace the chief detains. 
And leads amidft awide extent of plains ; 
There plac'd them round : then from the (hips proceeds 
A train of oxen* mules, and ftately fteeds* 

Vafe* 
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Vafes and tripods (for the funeral games] 32:^ 

Kei^ilendent brafs, and more refplendent dames* 

Firft ftood the prizes to reward the-force 

Of rapid racers in the dufty courfe : 

A woman for the firft, in beauty's bloom, 

Skiird in the needle, and the labourii^ loom ;; ^m: 

AfidsK large vafe,. where two bright handles rife. 

Of twenty meafures its capacious iize. 

The fecond vidlor claims a^mare unbroke,. 

Big with a mule, unknowing of the yoke ^ 

The third a^ charger yet untouched by flame ;: 33 y: 

Fwr ample meafures held the (hining frame ; 

Two golden talents for^e fourth were plac'd; 

An ample double bowl contents the lafl*. 

Thefe in fair order rang'd upon the plain. 

The hero, rifing, thus addreft the train :. 340: 

Behold the prizes, valiant Greeks ! decreed 
To brave the rulers of the racing fteed ;. 
PAzes which none befide ourfelf could gain». 
Should our immortal courfera take the plain. 
(A race unrival*d» which from Ocean's God. 34^ 

Ffleus received, and on his £bn beftow*d). 
But this no time our vigour to difplay ; 
Nor fuit with them the games, of this fad day ;. 
Loft is Patroclus now, that wont to deck 
Their flow^g manes, and fleek their glofly neck. 35^ 
Sadf !is they (har'd in human grief, they iland, ^ 

And trail thofe graceful honours on. the fand ;. 
Let others for the noble tafk prepare,. ^ 

Who truft the courier^ and the flying car.. 

... .J"% 
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• ' Tii^d at his word, the rival racers rife ; jjj 

"But far the firft, Eumelus, hopes the prize, 
Fam'd through Pieria forthe fleeted breed. 
And Ikill^d to manage the high-bounding Heed. 
With equal ardour bold Tydides fwdi'd, 
•^he fteeds of Tros beneath his yoke conipeird 360 
(Which late obey'd the Dardan chief's command^ 
When fcarce a Godredcem'd him from his hand)* 
Then MenekUshis Podargus brings. 
And the fam'd courfer of the king of kings : 
'^Whom rich Echepolus (more rich than bravd) 365 
To Ycape the wars, to Agamemnon gave, 
(-^the her name) at hometo end his days; 
Bafe wealth preferring to eternal praife. 
Next him Antilochus demands die courfe, 
^ith beating heart, tind chears his Pylian horfe. 37O 
Experienced Neftor gives his fon the reins, 
Direfts his judgment, and his heat reftrains; 
Nor idly warns the hoary fire, nor hears 
The prudent'fon ^yith unattending ears-: 

My fon! though youthful ardour fire thy l)rcaft, 37J 
The Gods have lov'd thee, and with arts havebleft, 
'>Jeptune and Jove on thee conferred the IkiS, 
Swift round the goal to turn the flying wheeL 
To guide thy conduA, little precept needs ; 
"But flow, and paft their vigour, are my fteeds. 380 
Fear not thy rivah, though for fwiftnefs known.; 
Compare thofe rivals' judgment, and thy own: 
It is not Hrength, but art, obtains the prize, 
JVfid to be fwift Ulef$;thaa to be wife* 

'Ti$ 
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*Tis more by art, than force of numerous flrokes, 385 

The dextrous woodman fhapes the ftubbom oaks ; 

By art the pilot, through the boiling deep 

And howling tempeft, fteers the fearlefs fhip ; 

And 'tis the artiil wins the glorious cou/fe. 

Not thofe who trail in chariots and in horfe. 591^ 

In vain ; unflcilful, to the goal they ftrive. 

And fhort, or wide, th* ungovcrn'd courfer drive : 

While with fure (kill, though with inferiour deeds. 

The knowing racer to his end proceeds; 

Fix'd on the goal his eye fore-rans the courfe, 59 j^ 

His hand unerring fteers the fteady horfe. 

And now contrads or now. extends the rein, 

Obferving ftill the foremoft on the plain. 

Mark then the goal, *tis eafy to be found ; 

Yon aged trank, a cubit from the ground ; . 400 

Of fome once (lately oak the lad remains. 

Or hardy £r, nnperi(h'd with the rains : 

Inclos'd with (lones, confpicuous from afar $ 

And round, a circle for the wheeling car 

(Some tomb, perhaps, of old, the dead to grace; 405 

Or then, as now, the limit of a race) ; 

Bear clofe to this, and warily proceed, 

A little bending to the left-hand (leed : 

But urge the rights and give him all the reins ; 

While thy (Iridl hand his fellow's head reftrains, 4ib 

And turns him (hort ; till, doubling as they roll. 

The wheel's round naves appear to brnfh the goal. • 

Yet (not to break the car, or lame the horfcj 

Clear of the (lony heap direA the couirie ; 

Left, 
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Lefty through incaution failings thou may'ft be 41; 
A joy to others, a reproach to me* 
So (halt thou pafs the goal, iecure oftaind. 
And leave unikilful fwiftnefsfar behind ; 
Though thy fierce rival drove the matchlefs fteed 
Which bore Adraflus, of celeftial breed ; ^20 

Or the fam'd race, through all the regions known. 
That whirl'd the car of proud Laomedon. 

Thus (nought unfaid) the much-adviiing fage 
Concludes ; then fate, ftifiT with unwieldy age. 
Next bold Meriones was feen to rife, ^2 c 

The laft, but not leaft ardent for the prize. 
They mount their feats ; the lots their place dlipofe ^ 
(Roli'd in his helmet, thefe Achilles throws). 
Young Neftor leads the race : Eumelus then ; 
And next, the brother of the king of men : . 43 p 
Thy lot, Meriones, the fourth was cafl ; 
And far the braveft, Diomed, was laft. 
They Hand in order, an impatient train; 
Pelides points the barrier on the plain. 
And fends before old Phoenix to the place, 43 j 

To mark the racers, and to j udge the race. 
. At once the courfers from the barrier bound ;. 
The lifted fcourges all at once refound ; 
Their hearts, their eyes, their voice, they fend before ; 
And up the champaign thunder from the ihore : 440 
Thick, where they drive, the dufty clouds arife. 
And the loft courfer in the whirlwind flies ; 
Loofe on their Ihoulders the long manes, reclined. 
Float in their fpeed* and dance,juppn tjie wind ; . ^.^ 

2 * The 
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The fmoking chariots, rapid as they bound, 44 j 

Now feem to touch the (ley, and now the ground. 

While, hot for fame, and conqueft all their care, 

f Each o'er his flying courfer hung in air) 

Ereft with ardour, pois'd upon the rein. 

They pant, they ft retch, they (hout along the plain, ^^o 

Now (the laft compafs fetch'd around the goal) 

At the near prize each gathers all his foul. 

Each burns with double hope, with doable pain. 

Tears up the fhore, and thunders toward the main» 

yirft flew Eumelus on Pheretian fteeds; 455 

With thofe of Tros bold Diomed fucceeds: 

Clofe on Eumdus' back they pafthe wind. 

And feem juft mounting on his car behind; 

Full on his neck he feels the fultry breeze. 

And, hovering o'er, their ftretching fliadow fees. 460 

Then had he ioft, or left a doubtful prize: 

But angry Phoebus to Tydides flics. 

Strikes from his hand the fcourge, and renders vain 

His matchlefs horfes' labour on the plain. 

S.age fills his eye, with anguifh to furvey, 465 

Snatch'd from his hope, the glories of the day. 

The fraud celeftial Pallas fees with pain. 

Springs to her knight, and gives the fcourge again. 

And fills his fteeds wkh vigour. At a ftroke. 

$he breaks his rival's chariot from the yoke ; 470 

Nor more their way the ftartled horfes held ; 

The car revers'd came rattling en the field; 

Shot headlong from his feat, befide the wheel* 

Pxoneoa the daft th' unhappy mafter fcU; 
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ftU batter'd fa^c /jnd elb.p wp |lrike ^the ground ; 4y 
Nofe, mouth, and front, pne.undif^inguiIh*d^yound; < 
Grief flops his voige, a tojrrent drownshis cyes^ 
Before fiim far the glad Tydides flies ; 
Miner\ra's fpirit drives his matchlefs ]^ace, 
And crowns hirn yiftpr of the labour'd race. 4,89 

The next, though diftant, Mcnelaus fucceeds ; v 
While thus young Neftor animates his fleeds : 
Now, now, my generous pair, exe^t your force; 
Not that we hope to matoh Tydides' horfe. 
Since great Minerva wings their rapid way, 48J 

And gives their lord tjie honours of the day. 
But reach Atrides ! ihall his mare out-go 
Your fwiftnefs, vanquiflx'd by a female foe ? 
Through your negje^, if Jagging on the plain 
The lafl ignoble gift be all we gain; 4<jp 

No more (hall Neftor*s hand your food fupply. 
The old man's fury fifes, and ye die. 
Hafte then ; yon narrow road before pur fight 
Prefents th' pccafiqn, could we ufc it right. 

Thus he. The couffers at their mailer's threat 495; 
With quicker ileps the founding champain beat, 
^nd now Antypchus with.nice furyey 
Obferves the cpmpafs of the hollow way, 
^Twas where, by force of wintery torrents torn, 
F^ii by the road a precipice was worn : ^00 

Here, where but^one could pafs to ihun the throng, * 
The Spartfin, hero's chariot fmok'd along. 
Clofe up the venturous you^h refolves to keep. 
Still edging, nq^, .ajid.bears l\i|n tqw'rd the fleep. 

Vol. XUX. X Atride». 
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AtrideSy trembling, cafts his eye below, J05: 

And wonders at the rafhnefs of his foe. 

Hold, ftay your fteeds — ^What madnefs thus to ride 

This narrow way ! Take larger field (he ciy'd} 

Or both muft fall— Atrides cry'd in vain ; 

He flies more fail, and throws up all the rein. 510 

Far as an able arm the dilk can fend. 

When youthful rivals their full force extend. 

So far, Antilochus ! thy chariot flew 

Before the king : he, cautions, backward drew 

His horfe compelled ; foreboding in his fears 5 1 ; 

The rattling ruin of the clafhing cars. 

The floundering courfers rolling on the plain. 

And conquefl lofl through frantic hafle to gain : 

But thus upbraids his rival, as he flies ; 

Go, furious youth ! ungenerous and unwife ! 520 

Go, but expeft not I'll the prize refign;— 

Add perjury to fraud, and make it thine. 

Then to his fleeds with all his force he cries ; 

Be fwift, be vigorous, and regain the prize ! 

Your rivals, deftitute of youthful force, 52 j; 

With fainting knees fhall labour in the courfe. 

And yield the glory yours — ITie fteeds obey ; 

Already at their heels they wing their way. 

And fcera already to retrieve the day. 

Meantime the Grecians in a ring beheld 550 

The courfers bounding o*er the dufty field. 
The firft who mark'd them was the Cretan king ; 
High on a riiing ground, above the ring. 
The monarch fate : from whence with fure furvey 
He well obferv*d the chief who led the way, 535 

And 
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And heard from far his animating cries, 

Andfaw the foremoft ftecd with fharpen'd eyes ; 

On whofe broad front, a blaze of Ihining white. 

Like the full moon, flood obvious to the fight. 

He faw ; and, rifing, to the Greeks begun: 54.9 

Are yonder horfe difcem'd by me alone ? • 

Or can ye, all, another chief furvey. 

And other ftceds, than lately led the way ? 

Thofe, though the fwifteft, by fome God withheld, . 

Lie fure difabled in the middle field : 54^- 

For, fince the goal they doubled, round the plain 

I fearch tp find them, but I fearch in vain. 

Perchance the reins forfook the driver's hand. 

And, turn'd too fhort, he tumbled on the ftrand. 

Shot from the chariot ; while his courfers ftray 5 jq 

With frantic fury from the deftin'd way. 

Rife then fome other, and inform my fight 

(For thefe dim eyes, perhaps, difcem not right) 

Yet fure he feems (to judge by Ihape and air) 

The great uEtolian chief, renowned in war. 5^5 

Old man ! {Oileus raflily thus replies) 
Thy tongue too haftily confers the prize ; 
Of thofe who view the courfe, not fharpeft-ey'd. 
Nor youngeft, yet the readieft to decide. . . . 
Eumelus' fteeds high-bounding in the chace, . 5^0 
Still, as at firft, unrival'd lead the race ; 
I well difcem him as he (hakes the rein. 
And hear his fhouts vidlorious o'er the plain. 

Thus he. Idomeneus, inccns'd, rcjoin'd: 
Barbarous of words ! and arrogant of mind I . S^S 
X 2 Content 
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Contentious prhrce, oTall the Greeks bcfi^c 

The laft in merrt, as the firft in pride : 

To vile repftoach -t^hat anfwer can wc make ? 

A goblet or a tripod let usftake. 

And be the kfng the judge. The mbft unwife 570 

Will learn their rafhncfs, when they pay the priae. 

He faid : and Ajax, by mad paffion borne. 
Stem had reply'd ; fierce fcom tinhancing {com 
Td fell extremes : btlt Thetis' god-ilikc fon 
AWful amidft them rofc, and thus begun : 575 

Fdtbear, ye chieTs ! reproachful to contend ; ^ 

Much would you blame, fhould others thus offend : r 
^nd Ip ! th' approaching ftceds yourcontdft end. ♦ 
iJo fobner had'hcfpokc, but, thundering near, 
drives thTough a ftrcam of duft the charioteer. 580 
High o'er his head the circling lalh he wields ; 
His boundiiig'hotfcsfcarcely touch the fields: 
His cir amidft the dufty whirlwind roU'd, 
Bright with the minglol blaze of tin and gold, 
fRifulgent through the cl«ud ; no eye could find 5S5 
The track his Sying vrhecls had left behind : 
ibid the fierce coutfers lirg'd rhcir rapid' pace 
So fv^fft, it fecrn'd a Hig-ht, and not a race. 
Now viftor at the goal Tydides ftands, 
-'C^its his bright car, and fprings upon the lands; J90 
From the hot ftceds the fweaty torrents ftreain ; 
The well-ply'd whip is hung athwart the beam : 
With joy brave' Sthcnelus receives the prisae. 
The tripod- vafc, and dame with radiant eyes: 
^efe to the fhips his train triumphant leads, j^^ 

Tfe' diicf himfclf unyokes t^c panting ftceds. 

Young 
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Young Neftor foHows (who by art,, not foircen 
O'cr-paft Atrides) fecond in the courfe. 
Behind, Atrides- urg'd the rai:e, more near 
Than to the coo^rfer in his fwift career 6om^ 

The following ear, jufl: touching with hi&heej 
And bruihii^ with his tail the whirling wheel : 
Such and fo narrow now the fpace betweea 
The rivals, late fo diftant on the greeuj 
So iboa fwift i£the her loH ground regain'd^ 605 

One length, one moment, had the race obtain'd. 

Merion purfoed, at greater diHanee ftill. 
With tardier courfers, and inferiour ikill. 
Laft came^ Admetus ! thy unhappy fon : > 

Slow dragg'd the fteeds his batter 'd chariot on : 6| o f 
Achilles faw, and pitying thus begun : X 

Behold ! the man whofe matchlefs art furpaft 
The fons of Greece ! the ableft, yet the laft I 
Fortune denies, but juftice bids us pay 
(Since great Tydidcs bears the firft awayj 615 

To him the fecond honours of the day. 

The Greeks confent with loud applauding cries; 
And then Cumelus had received the prize* 
But youthful Neftor, jealous of his fame, 
Th' award oppofes, andafferts his claim. (m 

Think not (he cries) I tamely will re§gn, 
O Peleus* fon ! the mare fo juftly mine. 
What if the Gods, the ikilful to confound. 
Have thrown the horfe and hocfeman to^he jgroand f • 
Perhaps he fought not Heaven by facjcificcii* ^^5 

An^ vows omitted forfeited the prize. 

X3 IC 
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If yet (diftinftion to thy friend to (how. 
And pleafe a foul defirous to beftow) 
Some gift muft grace Eumelus ; view thy ftore 
Of beauteous handmaids, deeds, and ihining ore ; 650. 
An ample prefent let him thence receive. 
And Greece (hall praife thy generous thirft to give» 
But this my prize I never (hall forego : 
This, who but touches, warriours! is my foe. 
' Thus fpake the youth ; nor did his words offend j 
Pleas'd with the well-tum'd flattery of a friend, 
Achilles fmil'd : the gift proposed (he cry'd) 
Antilochus! we (hall ourfelf provide. 
With plates of brafs the corfelet cover'd o'er 
(The fame renown'd Afteropaeus wore) 640 

Whofe glittering margins rais'd with (ilvcr (hine, 
{No vulgar gift) Eumelus, (hall be thine. 

He faid : Automedon at his command 
The corfelet brought, and gave it to his hand. 
piftirigui(h*d by his friend, his bofom glows 645 

With generous joy : then Menclalis rofe; 
The herald plac'd the fceptre in his hands. 
And ftiird the clamour of the (houting bands^ 
"Not without caufe incens'd at Neftor's fon, 
!And inly grieving, thus the king begun : 6;q 

The praife of wifdom, in thy youth obtain'd. 
An aft fo ra(h, Antilochus, has ftain'd. 
Robb'd of my glory and my juft reward. 
To you, O Grecians ! be my wrong declar'd : 
3o'not a leader (hall our condud blame, 6^^ 

Or judge me envious of a rival-s fame. • 

2 . But 
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But (hall not wc, ourfelves, the truth maintain? 
What needs appealing in a fadl fo plain ? 
What Greek.ftiall blame me, if I bid thee rife. 
And vindicate by oath th' ill-gotten prize ? 660 

Rife if thou dar'ft, before thy chariot ftand. 
The driving fcourge high-lifted in thy hand; 
And touch thy fteeds, and fwear, thy whole intent 
Was but to conquer, not to circumvent. 
Swear by that God whofe liquid arms furround 66^ 
The globe, and whofe dread earthquakes heave the 
ground. 

The prudent chief with calm attention heard ; 
Then mildly thus : Excufe, if youth have err*d ; 
Superior as thou art, forgive th* offence. 
Nor I thy equal, or in years, or fcnfe. 67© 

Thou know'ft the errors of unripen'd age. 
Weak are its counfels, headlong is its rage. 
The prize I quit, if thou thy wrath refign; 
The mare, or aught thou afk'ft, be freely thine: 
lEre I become (from thy dear friendfliip torn} 67^ 
Hateful to thee, and to the Gods forfworn* 

So fpoke Antilochus : and at the word 
The marc contefted to the king reftor'd. 
Joy fwells his foul : as when the vernal grain 
Lifts the green ear above the fpringing plain, 68a 
The fields their vegetable life renew j 
And laugh and glitter with the morning dew ; 
Such joy the Spartan's (hining face o'erfpread, 
.And lifted his gay heart, while thus he faid : 

Still may our fouh, O generous youth! agree,- 685 
'Tis now Atridcs' turn to yidd to thee. 

X4 Rafh 
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Ra(h heat perhaps a nibihent might cbntfol. 

Not break, the fettled tem^i^ of thy foul. 

Not but {my friend) 'tis ftill the wifiir way 

To wave contention with fu{>erior fWay ; 69^ 

For ah ! how few, who Ihould like thee ofiend. 

Like thee have talents to regain tiie friend I 

To plead indulgence, and thy fiuft atone. 

Suffice thy father's merit and thy own : 

Generous alike, for me, the fire a&d fon - 6g^ 

Have greatly fuffer'd, and hive greatly d'one. 

I yield ; that all may know, my foal can bend. 

Nor is my pride preferred before my frieiid. 

He faid ; and, pleas'd his paffioA to contmand, 
Refign'd the courier to Nogman's haftd, 700 

Friend of the youthful chief: himfetf content. 
The (hining charger to hi^ vieflfel f^it. 
The golden talents Merion next obtaiA'd ; 
The fifth reward, the double bowl, il^ftalrf'J. 
Achilles this to reverend Neftof Seirs, 705 

wftnd thui the purpofe of his gift debhres : 

Accept thou this, O facre'd Hft t (he fkfd J 
In dear memorial of Pafirdclas dead ; 
Dead, and for ever loft, PafiiOcItt^ Ires, 
Fox ever fnatch'd from our defifitig eyes I 71a 

Take thou this token of a grateful heart. 
Though 'tis not thine to hurl the diftant dart. 
The quoit to tofs, the ponderous liiace to wield^ 
Or urge the race, or wreftle on the field. 
Thy priftine vigour age has overthrown^ 7 15 

tut left the glory of the pad Ay OWU. 

He 
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He faid, ahd plac'd the gobtet at hfs fide ; 
With joy the v'cnerabife king reply'd : 

Wifely and well, thy fon, thy word^ have prov'd 
A finior honour'd, and a friend bfelov'd! '^zo 

Too true it is, deferted of my ftricngth, 
Thcfe withered arifts and limbs h^vt farl'd it length* . 
Oh I had I now that force I felt of yore. 
Known dirongh Buprsrfimn and the Pylian (ho're ! 
Viftorious their in every folcnm game, 72 f 

Ordain'd to Araarynces' mighty namte ; 
The brave Eperans gave my glory way, 
^toliam, Pyliaiis; all refign the dzy, 
I qucird Clyfemedes in fights of hand. 
Arid backward hurl'd Ahcacus on the fand, ^36 

Surpaft Iphyclus in th6 fwift career, 
Phyleus and Pcflydortfs \Vith the fpcar. 
The fons of Affor wdn the prixe of horfe. 
But vron by hiimbefs, hot by art or force : 
For the fani'd twins, impatient to furvcy 735 

Prize after prize by Ncftor borne away. 
Sprung to their car ; and with united pains 
One lafli'd the couriers, while ohe ral'd the feitft. 
Such once I was ! Now to thefe taffcs fucceeds 
A younger race, that emulate our deeds : 74(1 

I yield, alas ! (to age who muft not yield ?) 
Though once the forcmoft hbro of the field. 
Go thou, my fon I by generous ffiendftiip led. 
With martial hohours decorate the dead ; 
While pleas'd I take the gift thy hands prefent 74^ 
(Pledge of benevolence, and kind intent) ; 

Rejoic'dj 
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Rcjoic'd, of all the numerous Greeks, to fee * 

Not one but honours facred age and me : 

Thofe due diftindions thou fo well canft pay» 

May the juft Gods return another day ! ^^m 

Proud of the gift, thus fpake the full of days* 
Achilles heard him, prouder of the praife* 

The prizes next arc ordcr'dto the field. 
For the bold champions who the caeftus wield. 
A ftatcly mule, as yet by toils unbrokc, 7 j;f 

Of fix years age, unconfcious of the yoke. 
Is to the Circus led, and firmly bound ; 
Next Hands a goblet, maffy, large, and rounds 
Achilles, rifing, thus : Let Greece excite 
Two heroes equal to this hardy fight ; 76^ 

Who dare the foe with lifted arms provoke. 
And rufh beneath the long-defcending ftroke* 
On whom Apollo (hall the palm beftow. 
And whom tlie Greeks fupreme by conqueft know. 
This mule his dauntlefs labours fhall repay ; 75J; 

The vanquifli'd bear the mafly bowl away. 

This dreadful combat great Epeus chofe ; 
High o'er the croud, enormous bulk ! he rofe» 
And feiz'd the beaft, and thus began to (ay : 
;Stand forth fome man, to bear the bowl away I 770 
^Prizeof his ruin:) forwho dares deny 
This mule my right ; th' undoubted viAor I ? . 
Others, 'tis own'd, in fields of battle (hinc. 
But the firft honours of this fight arc mine ; 
For who excels in all ? Then let my foe 77^ 

Draw near, but firft liis certain fortune know ; 

Secure, 
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Secure, this hand (hall his whole frame confound, 
Mafh all his bones, and all his body pound : 
So let his friends be nigh, a needful train. 
To heave the batter'd carcafe off the plain. 780 

The giant fpoke ; and in a ftupid gaze 
The hoft beheld him, iilent with amaze ! 
'Twas thou, Euryalus ! who durft afpirc 
To meet his might, and emulate thy fire. 
The great Meciftheus ; who in days of yore 785 

In Theban games the nobleft trophy bore, 
(The games ordain'd dead Oedipus to grace) 
And fingly vanquifh'd the Cadmaean race* 
Him great Tydides urges to contend, 
Warm'd with the hopes of conqueft for his friend ; 79# 
Officious with the cindlure girds him round ; 
And to his wrifl the gloves of death are bound. 
Amid the circle now each champion ftands. 
And poifes high in air his iron hands ; 
With cjaihing gauntlets now they fiercely clofe, 795 V 
Their crackling jaws re-echo to the blows, r 

And painful fweat from all their members flows. ^ 
At length Epeus dealt a weighty blow. 
Full on the cheek of his unwary foe; 
Beneath that ponderous arm's refiftlefs fway Zom 

Pown dropt he, nervelefs, and extended lay. 
As a large fifli, when winds and waters roar. 
By fome huge billow dafh'd againft the (hore, 
Lies panting : not lefs batter'd with his wound. 
The bleeding hero. pants upon the ground. 8o{ 

To rear his fall^ foe, fhc.vidior lends, , .♦ 

^ornful, his hand ; and gives him to his friends ; 

MTiofo 
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Whofc arms frfpport him reeling through Ac Arong» 
And dragging his difabfed legs along; 
Nodding, his head hangs down his fhouMcr o'er ; 8xa 
His mouth and noftrils pour the clotted gore ; 
Wrapt round in mifts he lies, and loft to tfamight ; 
His friends receive the bowl, too dearly bought. 

The third bdd gaiiie AchiHe^ next demands^ 
And calls the wreftfers to the level faads : 8i^, 

A ijiafly tripod fot the vi^or lies. 
Of twice fix oxen its fep^ted price; 
And next, the lofer'sfpirits to reftorc^ 
A female captive. Valued but at four. 
Scarce did the chief tht ttgcfrota ftriie propofe, S20 
When towfcr-like Ajat and Ulyffes rofe. 
Amid the ring each nervous rival ftands. 
Embracing rigid with implicit hands : 
Clofe lock'd above, their heads and arms are mlxt ; . 
Below, their planted feet dt dift^«;efixt: 825 

Like fwo ^rong rafters ^hich the builder fonm, 
t*roof to the wlntety wind and howling ftorma. 
Their tops cdhiie^ed, but at wider fpace 
Fixt on the centre ftand^ their folid bafe. 
Now to the grafp eaoh manly body bends ;. S^o 

OChe humid (Wttit from €VCty pore defcends ; 
Their bon^S tdfouhd with blows : fides, (houlders, tliigha. 
Swell to eslch gripe, and l^oody tumours rife. 
Nor could Ulyffes, for his art renowned, 
O'ertum the ft Wngth of AjaX on the ground j 83^ 
Nor could the ftrCngth of AjaX,ovcrthW)W 
The watchful GAttllob Of ki$«rtMfo«» 
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WWIe the loi^g ftiife cv'n tir'd the loc^ers-on« 
ThHs to Ulyfles fpokc great Tdamon : 
Or let me lift thee, chief, or lift thou me; S40 

^ove we our force, and Jove the r^ft decree* 

He faid; and, ftxiuniftg, beav'd him off* the giKjund 
With matchle& ftrength ; that time Ulyir<^ found 
The ftrcngth t' evade, and where the nerves combine 
His ankle ilruck : the giant fell fupine ; 84^ 

Ulyfles, following, on his bofom lies; ' 

Shouts of applaufe run rattling through the Ikies. 
Ajax to lift, Ulydes nexteflays. 
He barely ftirr'd.him, but he could not raife : 
His knee lock'd fait, the foe's attempt deny 'd ; S^o 
And grappling clofe, they tumbled fide by: fide. 
Defird with hbitourabie diift, they roll. 
Still breathing ilrife, and unfubdued of foul : 
i^^in they rage, lagain to cooibiftt rife ; 
When great Achilles thus di^idc^ the prize : JB5 j 

Your noble vigour, oh my friends, reilraja : 
Nor we3Lxy aut.yovtr generous ibreogth in vain. 
Ye both have won : letxithess who excel, 
f^hw prove that prowefs. you have prov'd fo.weiJ. 

The hero-s words tbe willing. chiefs obey, ,860 1 
From their tir'd bodies Wipe the duft away, p 

And, cloath'd anew, the following games furvey. J 

And Dowiucoeed the gifb ordai^'ki uo grace 
Tlhe youd&s contenduig in the rapid race. 
A filver iwn that full ifix meaXuies held, .^Sg 

By none in freight «r woxkiaanihip.exceird ; 
Sidonian artifts taught the frame to ibine, 
'Slaborate, with artifice divine ; 

Whence 
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Whence Tyrian iailon did the prize tranfport, ' 

And gave to Thoas at the Lemnian port: S70' 

From him defcended, good Eansens heir'd 

The glorious gift ; and, for Lycaon fpar'd» 

To braye Patroclus gave the rich reward. 

Now, the fame hero's funeral rites to grace. 

It ftands the prize of fwiftnefs in the race. 8^^ 

A well-fed ox was for the fecond plac'd ; 

And half a talent muft content the laft. 

Achilles rifing then befpoke the train-— 

Who hope the palm of fwiftnefs to obtain. 

Stand forth, and bear thefe prizes from the plain.88o 

The hero faid, and, ftarting from his place. 
Oilcan Ajax rifes to the race ; 
UlyfTes next; and hewhofefpeed furpaft 
His youthful equals, Neftor's fon, the laft. 
Rang'd in a line the ready racers (land ; • 88{ 

Pelides points the barrier with his hand : 
AH ftart at once; Oileus led the race ; 
The next UlyfTes, meafuring pace with pace ; 
Behind him, diligently clofe, he fped. 
As clofely following as. the running thread 89a 

The Xpindle follows, and difplays the charmt 
Of the fair fpinfler's breaft, and moving arms : 
Graceful in motion thus his foe he plies. 
And treads each footflep ere the dnft can rife : 
His glowing breath upon his fhoulders plays ; 89'; 

Th' admiring Greeks loud acclamations ratfe: 
To him they give their wilhes, hearts, and eyes. 
And fend their fouls before him as he flies. 

Now 
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Now three times turn'd in profpeA of the goal. 

The panting chief to Pallas lifts his foul : 900 

AM, O Goddefs! (thus in thought hepray'd) 

And prefent at his thought defcends the Maid. 

Buoy'd by her heavenly force, he feems to fwim. 

And feels a pinion lifting every limb. 

All fierce, and ready now the prize to gain, 905 

Unhappy Ajax Humbles on the plain 

(O'ertum'd by Pallas) ; where the flippery (hore 

Was clogg'd with flimy dung, and mingled gore 

(The felf-fame place, befide Patroclus' pyre. 

Where late the flaughter'd vidUms fed the fire) : 9x0 

Befmear'd with filth, and blotted o'er with clay, ' 

Obfcene to fight, the rueful racer lay ; 

The well-fed bull (the fecond prize) he fhar'dj 

And left the um Ulyfles' rich reward. . . 

Then, grafping by the horn the mighty beafl« 91 j 

The baffled hero thus the Greeks addrefl : 

Accurfed fate! the conqueft I forego; 
A mortal I, a Goddefs was my foe ; 
She urg'd her favourite on the rapid way, 
.And Pallas, not UlyfTes, won the day. 920 

Thus fourly wail'd he, fputtering dirt and gore j 
A burft of laughter echo'd through the (hore. • 

Antilochus, more humourous than the reft. 
Takes the laft prize, and takes it with a jeft : 

Why with our wifer elders fhould we ftrive ? , g^g 
The Gods ftill love them, and they always thrive. 
Ye fee, to Ajax I muft yield the prize : 

HetoUlyfles, ftiUoioie ag'dandwiie. k- 

(A green 
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(Agreep.old-»^» unconfcionsof decays. 

That prove the hero bom in better days!) ^30 

Behold his vigour in this a^ive race ! 

Achilles only boafts a fwiftcr pace : 

For w^bo can match Achilles! He who can» 

Muft yet be more than hero, more than roan. 

Th' efFedfiiccoeds the fpeech : Pelides cries, 935 
Thy artful praife deferves a better prize. 
Nor Grieecc in vain flball hear thy friend extoll'd : 
Receive a talent of the pureft gold. 
The youth departs conteiu. The,hoft admire 
•The ion' of Ncftor, worthy of his fire. .940 

Ne^ct thefe; a buckler, ipear, and heUD» he brings 
Caft on the plain, the brazen burthen rings : 
Arms, which of late divine Sarpedofi wore. 
And great Patrocjus in ihort triumph bore, 
^(^d fojTth the braveft of our hoU ! . (he cries) 94; 
Whoever dares deierve fo rich a prize. 
Now grace the lift before our army's fi^t. 
And, Iheath'd in fteel, provoke his foe to $glit« 
Who firft the jointed. armour (hall explore, 
;And ftain his rival's mail witlLMuing goi:e.; g^ 

The (word Afteropeus pofleft of .aid 
(AThracianbiade, 4tftln^.with.ftuds of gold) 
Shall pay tl^e ftxoke, and grace the ^riker's. fide : 
Thefe arms in common let the chiefs diyide : 
^^r each bcave champion, wJben the combat en^s, 955 
A fmmptuous banquet at our, tent .attends. 

Fierce at the word, .upfrodfe great Tydeua'.foa* 
4Lnd the huge buikofAjax Telamox^ 

Glad 
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Clad ki eefiilgeiit ftteli oh eithet hiafadi 
niiifc dreadful cliiefs amid the circle (land : jtSo 

Lowering they ttrtet, tremendoue to the fight ; 
Each Ai^Ve bofom beats With fierce delight. 
Oppos'd in arms not long they idly ftobd. 
But thrice they closM, and thrice the charge rcncw'd* 
A furious pafs i3ie fpear of Ajax made 965 

ThtOUgh the broad ftiield> but at the cdrfelet ftay'd : 
Not thus the foe : his javcliti aim'd above 
The bucklet's margin, at the nebk hfe drove^ 
But Grease now trembling for her hero*s life, ' ' 
fiadfe (hare the honours, and iurceafetheftrife. 5^6 
Yet ftill the vigor's due Tydides gains. 
With him the fword and ftudded belt remains. 
" Then hurl'd the hero thundering oh the ground 
A maftof iron (an enormous round) 
Whofe^ircight and fizc thecircling Greeks admire, $75 
Rude from the furnace, aiid but Ihap'd by fire. 
This mighty quoit Action wont to tear,' 
And from his whirling arm dlfmifs ih air : 
The giknt by Achilles flain, he ftow'd i 

ftmbng his fpoils this memorable load. ^g^ 

For this, he bids thofc nervous artlKs vii. 
That teach the dilk to found along the JQcy. 
Let him whofe might can hurl this bowl, arife^ 
Who fartheft hurls it, takes it as his prize : 
If he be one, enrich'd with large domain 9S 5 

Of downs for flocks, and arable for grain. 
Small ftock of iron needs that man provide; 
His hinds and fwaihS Whole years Ihkl be fupply'd . , 
VouXLIX. Y ' trom 
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From hence: noraiktheneighboaringci^'saiclv ' ' * 
For ploughihares, wheels, and all the rural trade* 996 

Stem Folypostes ftept before the throng. 
And great Leonteus, more than QK>rtal ftrong; 
Whofe force with rival forces to oppofe. 
Up rofe great Ajax ; up Epeus rofe. 
Each ftood in order : firft Epeus threw ; 99^ 

High o'er the wondering crouds the whirling circle flew; 
Leontes next a little fpace furpaft. 
And third, the flrength of God-like Ajax caft. 
O'er both their marks it flew ; till fiercely flung 
From Folypeetes' arm» the difcufs fung : 2006 

Far as a fwain his whirling (heephook throws. 
That diflant falls among the grazing cows. 
So paft them all the rapid circle flies : 
His friends {while loud applaufes (hake the ikks^ 
y^ith force conjoin'd heave off the weighty prize* 

Thofe who in fltilfiil archery contend. 
He next invites the twanging bow to bend; 
And twice ten axes caft amidil the round 
{Ten double-edg'd, and ten that flngly wound}* 
The mail, which late a firft-rate galley bore, 1020 
The hero Axes in the fandy fhore ; 
To the tall top a milk-white dove they tie, * 
The trenibling mark at which their arrows fly. 
Whofe weapon ilrikes yon fluttering bird, (hall bear 
Thefe two-edg'd axes, terrible in war : i o 1 5 

The fingle, he, whofe (haft divides the cord. 
Hefaid : experienc'd Merion took the word; 
And ikilful Teucer : in the helm they threw 
Their lots infcrib'd, and forth the latter flew* 
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^ift from the ftting the founding artow iUer ; to20 

But flies unblcft! No grateful facrifice. 

No firftling lambs, unhcedful ! didft thou vow 

To Phoebus^ patron of the (haft and bow. 

For this, thy well-aim'd arrow, turn'd afide, 

^rr^dfroija the dove, yet cut the cord that ty'd; 1025 

A-down the maiiwmaft fell the parting firing. 

And the free bird to heaven difplays her wing: 

Seas, fhores, and flties, with kmd applanfe refound. 

And Merion eager meditates the wound : 

.He takes the bow, direds the (haft above, 1 03a 

And, following with his eye the foaring dove. 

Implores the God to ipeed it through the Ikies, 

With vow$):of firftling lambs, and grateful facrifice* > ' 

The dove, in airy circles as (he wheels^ 

Amid the clouds, the piercing arrow feels; 10$ § 

Quite through and through the point its pa(rage found> 

And at his feet fell bloody to t1ie ground. 

The wounded bird, ere yet (he breath'd her laft. 

With flagging wings alighted on the maft ; 

A moment hung, and fpread her pinions there, 1040 

Then fudden dropt, and left her life in air. 

From the plcas'd croud new peals of thunder rife. 

And to the (hips brave Merion bears the prize. 

To clofe the funeral games Achilles laft 
A maffy fpear amid the circle plac'd, 104^ 

An ample charger of unfuUied frame. 
With flowers high-wrought, not blacken'd yet by flame* 
For thefe h< bids the heroes J)rovc their art, 
'. Whpfe dextrous (kill direfts the flying dart. 

Y a Here 
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Hoc too great Merion hopes the noble prize; iojo 
Nor here difdain'd the king of men to rife. 
With J07 Peiides faw the honour paid^ 
Rofe to the monarchy and refpedful faid : 

Thee firft in viitne, as in power fapreme, 
P king of natibnsi all thf Greeks proclaim; 10^ j^ 
In every martial game thy worth atteft» 
And know thee both their greateft, and their beft« 
Take then the prize, bat let brave Merion bear 
This beamy javelin in thy brother's war. 
^ Heas'd from the hero's lips his praife to hear^ 1060 
The king to Merion gives the brazen fynz i 
But, fet apart for facred ufe, commaQdi 
The glittering charge to Talthibiitt' hands* 
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ARGUMENT. 

The Redemption of the body of Hcdlor. 

THE God's deliberate about tite redemption of Hec- 
tor's body. Jupiter fends Thetis to Achilles, to dif- 
pofehim for the reftoringit; and Iris to Priam, to 
encourage him to go in perfon, and treat for it. Xhe 
oldrking, notwithftanding the remonftrances of -his 
queen, makes ready for the journey, to which he is 
encouraged by an omen from Jupiter. He fets forth 
in his chariot, with a waggon loaded with prefents, 
tinder the charge of Idaeus, the herald, mercury 
defceiMis in the ihape of a young man, and condudls 
him to the pavilion of Achilles. Their converfation 
on diK way. Priam finds Achilles at his table, cafb 
himfelf at his feet, and begs for the body of his fon ; 
Achilles, mov'd with compaffion, grants his requeft, 
detains him one night in his tent, and the next morn- 
ing fends him home with the body* The Trojans 
run out to meet him. The lamentations of Andro- 
mache, Hecuba, and Helen; with the folemnities 
of the funeral. 

The time of twelve days is employed in this book, 
while the body of Heftor lies in the tent of Achilles: 
and as many more are fpent in the truce allowed for 
his interment. The fcene is partly in Achilles' 
camp, and partly in Troy. 
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NO W from the finifh'd games the Grecian band 
Seek their black fhips, and clear the croudcd 
AU ftretch'd at eafe the genial banquet (hare, [ftrand : 
And pleafing {lumbers quiet all their care. 
Not fo Achilles : he to grief refign'd, j 

His friend's dear image prefent to his mind. 
Takes his fad couch, more unobferv'd to weep ; 
Nor taftes the gifts of all-compofing fleep. 
!ftcftlefs he roll'd around his weary bed. 
And all his foul on his Patroclus fed ; to 

The form fo pleafing, and the heart fo kind. 
That youthful vigour, and that manly mind. 
What toils^they ihar'd, what martial works they wrought, 
VShait feas they meafur'd, and what fields they fought; 
All paft before him in remembrance dear, 15 

Thought follows thought, and tear fucceeds to tear. 
And now fupine, now prone, the hero lay. 
Now fhifts his fide, impatient for the day : 
Then darting up, difconfolate he goes 
Wide on the lonely beach to vent his woes. 20 

There, as the folitary mourner raves. 
The ruddy toomiiig rife^ o'er the waves i - ' ^ 
^ Y 4 Soott 
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Soon as it rofe^ his uMous fteeds he join'd : 

The chariot flies, and Hedlor trails behind. 

And thrice» Patroclas ! round ttiy monument 25 

Was Heftor dragg'd, then hurty'd to the tent. 

There fle^ at laft o'frcomes die hero's «yes; 

While fou} in daft th" unhonoQr'd carcafe lies> 

Bnt not deferted by the pitying Skies. 

For Phoebus watcti^d it with^ fupcriour C9xt, 30 

Preferv'd from gaping wounds, and tainting ^r^ 

Andr i|;nominipu4 2St it fwept the fields 

Spread oV thefacredcorpfe his golden (hield. 

AiU Heaven was mov'd, and Hermes will'd to go 

By Health to fnatch him from th' infulting fo^ : ^^ 

But Neptune tliis, and PaUas this denies. 

And th' nnrejenting Emprefs of the Ikies : . 

^'er fincc.tfot day implacable to Troy, 

What time young Pkris, fimpje (hephord boy. 

Won by deftrudlive luft (rewajd obfccne) 4C|f 

npieir charms reje^led fprthe Cypriaix Queen* ^- 

int when th^ t^th celeftial morniing broke j, 

To Heaven affembled, thus, Apollo fpoke : 

Ui^tying Powers I how oft each holy fane 
Has .Hedor ting'd with blood of vi^ms lUin ! 4r 
Ai^d, can ye ftill his. cold remains pi^rfue ? 
Stillgrudge his body to. the Trojans' view i 
Deny to confort, mother, ion, andiire^ 
The laft fad honours of a funeral fire ? 
Is then the dire Achijles all your care ? j^q- 

That iron heart, inflexibly fevere ; 
A Iron, not a man, who flaughter'<ft wid^ 
In ftrength of ra^ a^d impotence of pri4e ^ 

• Who 
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inradesaround, and breathes fa^i to d^ftroy^ 55-^ 

Shame is not of Ma foul ; nor uudf rftood. 

The greatcft evil and the gieatfft good. 

Still for one lofs he rag€s unre^Sn^^s 

Repugnant to the lot of ^U moDlund } 

ToJofe a friend^ a brother, or a (otk^ S^; 

Heaven dooms each mortal^ and it« wiU is done ; 

A while they forrow, then difmif) th^r caie ; 

Fate give% the wounds aoad flEian i& born to be^ft 

But this» iailatiate, the eoamiffioa giveit 

By Fate exccjsdsj, and tempts the wnkih of Heaven : 6f 

Ix)! how his rage diihon^ dr«g9 along 

Hedor's dead earthy infenSU^ of wrong ( 

Brave though he be, yet, by m reafan «r'd„ 

He violates the laws of maaaod God* 

If equal hono^^rs by the partial Skka f 9t 

Are doom'd both heroes, (Ju«q thu« M|kE^) 
If Thetis fon mufl 00 diftin^oB knew* 
Then hear^^ ye Gods ! the Fatroa of the Bqw. 
But He^r only boafts a moctal chinu 
His birth der ivii^ from a mortal dame : fji^ 

Achilles of your own artherial race 
Springs from a Qoddefs by a msm's embrace 
(A Goddefe by oarfclf to Peteitt given, 
A man diviae, and chofcn friend of Heaven). 
To grace tho^ nvptials from the bright abode tl»- 

You rfelves were, prefent ; where this mtnftrel-God 
(Well pleas'd to fhar^ the. fe^) amid the .quire 
Stood proud tohymn^ and tune his youthfUl lyre. 

Thea 
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Then thus the Thunderer checks th* imperial Dame: ' 
Let not thy wrath the cotrtt of heaven inflame ; 
Their merits, not their hononrs, are the fame. 
But mine, and every God's pecaliar grace^ 
Heftor deferves, of «H the Trojan race : 
Still on oar ihrines his grateful ofierings lay 
(The only honours men to tjods can pay) ; 90 

Nor ever from t)ur fmoking altar ceas'd 
The pure libation, and the holy fcaft. 
Howc'cri by fteatth to fnatch the corpfc away, 
Wc will not : Thetis guards it night and day, 
Bnc hafte, and fummon to our courts above -g; 

The azure Queen : let her perfuafion move 
Her furious fon from Priam to receive 
The profFcr'd ranfom, and the corpfc to leavc^ 

He added not : and Iris from the ikies. 
Swift as a whirwiiid on the meffage flies, 100 

Meteorous the face of Ocean fweeps. 
Refulgent gliding o'er the fable deeps. 
Between where Samos wide his fordl fpreads. 
And rocky Imbrue lifts its pointed heads. 
Baiwn plung*d the Maid (the parted waves refband} ; 
She plung'd, and inilant (hot the dark profound. 
As, bearingrdeath in the fallacious bait. 
From the bent an^e finks the leaden weight ; 
So pafs'd the Goddefs through the cloiing wave. 
Where Thetis forrow'd in her facred cave : no 

There* plac'd amidft her melancholy train 
(The blue-hair*d fitters of the facred main} 

Pcnfirc 
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Pcnfivc flic fat, revolving fates to come. 

And ^ept her God-lifcc fon's approaching doom. 

Then thus the Goddefs of the painted bow, 1 1 ^ 
*Arife ! O Thetis, from thy feats below : 
*Tis Jove that calls. And why {the Dame replies) 
Calls Jove his Thetis to the hated (kies. 
Sad objedl as I am for heavenly fight ? 
Ah,* may my forrows ever fhun the light ! tio 

Howe'cr, be Heaven's almighty Sire obcy'd — 
She {pake, and veil'd her head in fable fliade. 
Which flowing long, her graceful peribn clad; 
And forth fhepac'd, miijeftically fad. 

V Then thpough the world of waters they repair 125 
{The way fair Iris led) to upper air. 
The deeps dividing, o'er the coafl: they rife. 
And touch with momentary flight the ikies. 
There in the lightning's blaze the Sire they found. 
And all the Gods in ihining fynod round. 150 

Thetis approach'd with anguilh in her face 
(Minerva, rifing, gave the Mourner place) ; 
Ev'n Juno fought her forrows to confole. 
And oflfer'd from her hand the ncAar4)0wI : ^ 

She tailed, and refign'd it : then began 135' 

The facred Sire of Gods and mortal man : 

ITiou com'ft, fair Thetis, but with grief o'c^caft ; 
Maternal forrows ; long, ahlongtolaft! 
Suffice, we know and we partake thy cares : 
But'yield to Fate, and hear what Jove declares. 14.O 
Nine days are paft, fince all the court above 
In Hcftor's caufc have mov'd the -car of Jove ; 

Twas 



Digittzed by VjOOQ IC 



31^^ POPE/ S H^O ME R. 

*Twa8 voted, Hcrmc* from his God-like few 

By ftealth (hould bear him, but we will'd not fo : 

We will, thy fon himfelf the cor|^e reftox^A 145 

And to his conqueft add this glory more. 

Then hie thee to him, and oar mandate bear ; 

Tell him he tempts the wrath of Heaven too far : 

Nor let him more (our anger if he dread) 

Vent his mad vengeance on the {acred dead ; 1 59 

But yield^tP ranfom and the father's prayer. 

The mournful father. Iris (hall prepare^ 

With gifts to fue ; and ofier to his hands 

Whate'er his honour afks^ or heart demands* 

..His word the filver«footed Queen atten4»« 155 

And from Olympus' fnowy top$ defcends. 
Arrived, fhe h^rd the voice of loud lament^ 
And echoing groans that fhook the lofty tent* 
His friends prepare the vidUm, and difpofe 
Kepaft unheeded, while he vents his woes; |6qi 

The Goddefi feats her by her penfive fon. 
She preft his hand* and tender thus begun; 

How long, unhappy! (hall thy forrows flow | 
And thy heart waile with life-confuming woe : 
^^indlefs of food, or love, whofe pleafing xeiga 16 f 
Soothes weary, life, and foftens human pain ? 
O fnatch the moments yet within thy power; 
Not long to live, indulge the amorous hour I 
Lo ! Jove himfelf (for Jove's command I bear) 
Fprbids to tempt the wrath of Heaven too far* 1 jO; 
No longer then (his fury if thou dread) 
Detain the xcUcks of gre^t Heftpr dead j 

: Noi 
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Kor vefit on fenfdefs earth thy vengeance vain t 
'But yidd to nmfom, and reftore the (lain* 
I To whom Athilies : Be the ranfom given^ I'jf 

And we fubmit, fince fuch the will of Heaven* 

Whilethusthey commun'd,from th' Olympian howei« 
Jove orders Iris to the Trojan towers : 
Haile« winged Goddeis to the facred town« 
And urge her monarch to redeem his fon ; 1 86 

Alone* the Uian ramparts let him leave^ 
And bear what ftern Achilles may receive : 
Alone, for fo we will : no Trojan near; 
Except, to place the dead with decent cam, 
Sbine aged herald, who, with gentle hand, 2 8t 

May the flow mules and funeral car command. 
Nor let him death, nor let him danger, dread. 
Safe through the foe by our prdtedHon led : 
Him Hermes to Achilles fhdl convey, 
'<5tiard of his life, and partner of his way* tgb 

Fierce as he is, Achilles' felf (hall fpare 
His age, nor touch one venerable hair^ 
Some thought there muft be in a fonl fo brave. 
Some fenfe of duty, fome defire to fave, 
\ Then down her bow the winged Iris drives, 19 r 
And fwift at Priam's mournful court arrives ; 
Where the fad fons befidc their father's throne 
Sate bath'd in tears, and anfwer'd groan With groaii* ' 
And all asnidft them lay the hoary fire, 
0Sid fceneof woe!) his face, his wrapt attire, 20a 
Conceal'd from fight; with frantic hands he fpread 
A (bower of a(hes o'er ins neck and head. • < 

' ' I From 
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From room to room his penfive daa^ters roam > 

Whofc fhrieks and clamours fiD the Taulted dome ; . 

Mindful of thofe, who» late dieir pride and joy » 205 

Lie pale and breathle& round the fields of Troy 1 

^fore the king Jore's meflenger appears. 

And thus» in whifpers, greets his trembling ears : 

Fear not^ c^ father ! no iU news I bear; 
.From Jove I come, Jove makes thee ftiii his care; .210 
For Hedlor's fake thefe walls he bids thee leavCj 
And bear what ftem Achilles may receive : 
Alone, for fo he wills : no Trojan near. 
Except, tQ place the dead with decent-care^ 
£ome aged herald, who, with gentle hand, 21 g 

maiy the flow mules and funeral car command. 
Nor ftialt thou death, nor (halt thou danger^ dread ; 
Safe through the foe by hisprote^on led: 
Thee Hermes to Pelides fiiall convey. 
Guard of thy life, and partner of thy way. ^ao 

Fierce as he is, Achilles' felf fhall fpare 
Thy age, nor touch one venerable hair; 
Some thought there muil be, in a foul fo brave. 
Some fenfe of duty, fome deiire to fave. 

^he fpoke, and vaniihM. Priam bids prepare 225 
His gentle mules, and harnefs to the car ; . * 

There, for the gifts, a polifli'd caiket lay ; 
His pious fons the king's command obey. - . ^ - 
Then pafs'd the monarch to his bridal-room^ 
^^^ttt cedar-beams the lofty roofs perfume, 230 

And where the treafures of his empire lay ; 
Then call'd his queen, and thus began to fay i 

Unhaj^V 
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tJnh?|)py confort of a king diftreft ! 
Partake the troubles of thy hufband's breaft ; 
I faw defcend the meflenger of Jove, zjf 

Who bids me try Achilles* mind tomove; 
Forfake th«fe ramparts, and with gifts bbtaia 
The corpfc of Heftor, at yon navy, fiaixu 
Tell me thy thought: my heart impels to go 
.Thrpiigh hoftile camps, and bears me to the foe*. 2^9 

The hoary monarch thus^ Her piercing cries 
Sad Hecuba renews, and thea replies : 
Ah! wHthcr wanders thy diftemper'd mind? 
And where the prudence now, that aw'd mankind ;; 
Through Fhrygiaonce^and foreign regions known ^ 
Now all confus'd, diftrafted, overthrown ? 
Singly to pafs through hofts of foes i to face 
(Oh heart of fteel ! ) the murderer of thy race ! 
To view that deathful eye,^ and wander o'er 
.Thofe hands, yet red with Hector's noble goref t^ 
Alas ! my Lord ! he knows not how to fpare. 
And what his mercy, thy (lain fons declare ; 
So brave! fo many fall'n! To calm his rage^^ 
Vain were thy dignity, and vain thy age* 
•No — pent in this fad palace. let us give 25^ 

To grief, the wretched days we have to live. 
Still, ftill for Heftor let our forrows flow, 
BQrn to his own and to his parents' woe! 
Doom'd, from the hour his lucklefs life begua, • 

To dogs, to vultures, and to Peleus' fon ! ;k6o 

Oh ! in his deareft blood might I allay 
My rage, 4md thefc barbarities repay! 
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For ah! could Heftof merit thas, whofe breath 
Expir'd not flwanly fn «naftive death ? 
He pour'd his lateft blood in manly fight^ £6j; 

And fell a hero in Hii country's right. 

Seek not to ftay me, nor my foul aflfHght 
With words of omen« like a bird of night 
(Reply 'd, unmov'd, the venerable man). 
•Tis Heaven commands me. and you urge in Vaitt. 270 
Had any mortal voice th' injuftion laid. 
Nor augur, prieft, or fecr, had been obey'd. 
A prefent Goddefs brought the high command, 
I {a.w, I heard hef, and the word (hall ftaftd. 
I go, yt Gods I obedient to your call : 47 j 

If in yon camp your pouxrs have doom'd my fidl. 
Content— By the fame hand let me expire! 
Add to the {laughter *d fori the wretched fire t 
One cold embrace at hfl xtlay be allow'd, 
%ifd my laft tears Aotv mingled with his blood ! t Bo 

From forth his open'd ftores, this faid, he drew • 
Twelve coftly carpets of refulgent hue. 
As many vefts, as many mantles told. 
And twelve fai^ veils and garments ftiff with gold^ 
TT^o tripods next, and twice two chargers, ihine* 28 1^ 
With ten pure talents from the richeft mine; 
And laft a large well-labour'd bowl had place, 
(The pledge of treaties once widi friendly Thwcc)* 
Seem'd all too mean the ftores he could employ, 
iFor one laft look to buy him back to Troy ! tgo 

Lol the fad father, frantic with his pain, 
Acpond him furious drives his menial trains > • 
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In vain each (lave with duteous care attends^ 
Each office hurts him, and each face ofiends. 
What make ye here ? officious crouds ! (he cries) 295 
Hence ! nor obtrude your anguilh on my eyes* 
Have ye no griefs at home to fix you there ; 
Am I the only objedl of defpair ? 
Am I become my people's common (how. 
Set up by Jove your fpeftacle of woe ? 300 

No, you muft feel him too ; yourfclves muft fall ; 
The fame ftem God to ruin gives you all : 
Nor is great Heftor loft by me alone ; 
Your fole defence, your guardian Power, is gone ; 
i Ice your blood the fields of Phrygia drown, 30 j 
I fee the ruins of your fmoking town ! 
O fend me, Gods ! ere that fad day (hall come, 
A willing ghoft to Pluto's dreary dome ! 

He faid, and feebly drives his friends away : 
The forrowing friends his frantic rage obey, 310 
Next on his fons his erring fury falls, 
Polites, Paris, Agathon, he calls ; 
His threats Dei'phobus and Dius hear, 
Hippothous, Pammon, Helenus the feer. 
And generous Antiphon : for yet thcfe nine 3 1 j 

Surviv'd, fad relicks of his numerous line : 

Inglorious fons, of an unhappy (ire ! 
Why did not all in Hcftor's caufe expire ? 
Wretch that I am I my braveft offspring (lain. 
You, the difgrace of Priam's houfe, remain ! 310 
Neftor the brave, renown'd in ranks of war. 
With Troileus, dreadful on his rufhing car. 

Vol. XUX. , Z A^d 
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And laft great He^r, montf thsm man dnrine^ 

For Aire he feem'd not of fieneftiiftl^ line i' 

Ml thofe rfc!entIU9 MarB umime}/ dtw, fzg 

And Icfr raethftfcv a foft.attd funih acew, 

Whofe days the feaft'and wanton^ dance en)pfe]^» 

Gluttons and flatterer^ the contempt of Ttcf I 

Why teach ycnot my rapid wheels to ran, 

Attd fpeed my journey to redeeqr my (on ? 330 

The fon» their farher'» wretched age revcie, 
Forgi^ his smgeri, and produce die cap. 
High on die feat the cabinet they bind : 
The new-made car with (olid beauty ihia'd ; 
'Box was the yoke, embofs'd with coftly pains»> 33^ 
And hung with ringlets to receive the- reins; 
Nine cubit» long, the traces fwept the ground ; 
Thcfc to the chariot's polilh'd polo they bounds 
Then fixt a ring the running reins to guitle> 
And clofe beneath die gathered ends were ty'd; 340 
Next with the gifts (the price oiHts^ar flainj 
The fad attendants load the groaning waib : 
Laft, to the yoke the well-match'd mules thejr faring 
(The gift of Myfia to the Trojan king>. 
But the fair horfes, long his darling care, )^ 

Himfelf reccivM, andhamefs'd to his car ; 
Gricv'd as he was, he not this tafk deny'd : 
Tlie hoary herald help'd him, at his iide. 
While careful thefe the gentle eourfcrs join'd^ 
Sad Hecuba approach'd with anxious mind ; 350 
A golden bowl that foam'd with fragrant wine» 
(Libation deftin'd to die Power divine) 

Hdd 
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Held in her llig^^ bcfom the fteed* ihe flmubk 
And thus configna it.to thft; moistm^h!^ haoda : 

'Take-tfaisi.and-pcairta Jp.v/e; tb9t,Sa&,£wmbMim^, 
His grace reftone thee ta o»r roof and ar«ns^ 
Siboe, vidorof thy fears^j aad fUgtiting min^ 
Heaven, or thy fouU infpii:e,tljia>hoU dcfigik:. 
Pray to that God^ wba high on Idi^'iy biom 
Sorveys thy. dcfoiatedisaimft below*. jj6^ 

His winged: nffffisnges ta &nd from luglv 
And kad: thy way with hcamraly aognu^ : 
Let the ftrong;f6v!ereign of the plumy raoft 
Tower on the. right of yoa fctherial fpace;. 
'Bteit fign beheld;* and ftreo^en'd £rotas3h(SFC^ ^Sg- 
Boldly paEfiie.thftjoujncy mark'd by Jpve.i 
But if die GtA hiK m^vy. denies* 
Supprefs thy impulfe^. qo£ iseje^ advice* 

'Tis juft.{feid'Eriani): to thc.Siw; ahaiw)| 
12a raife: Qurhamk;. &>i^ wboi To, jspqd as Jb^i^ 3/^ 
He fpoke, and bade th- ^ttendftftthandouudlbrijotg 
The puinib wfttec o£ the living^ fpmg 
(Her read^' handa the eM«c and hafonjheU) ;. 
Then tookaha golden: cup.'hiaqncealiad fiil:d ;.> 
Qa the mid pavement poura: tberofy wine* . yfj 

Uplifts hift eycs^ and: calls tht: Power cUvine ; 

Oh firft, and. greateftJ Hmen's impudal li^id I 
On 1q% Idst'sholyhiUadorUl 
To ftem Achillea: now dired myrwaysy 
A^^teach him mercy whena fadier.pto^* • jSo 

If fQch.thyw4iU» dtfpatchfcam,yondeftiky) 
Thy fac:red{bi{(^ oeie^Laugiuy i >. 

Z a Let 
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Lct the ilrong fovcrcign of the plumy race 
Tqwcf on the right of yon aetherial fpace : 
So <hall thy f*ppliant, ftrcngthcn'd from above, 385 
Fcarlefs pprfue the joHimey mark'd by Jove. 

Jove hcSwd hie prayer, and- from the throne on Mgh 
Difpatch'd hie bird, oeldlial augury! 
The fwift-wing'd chaocr of the feather'd game. 
And known to Gods by Percnoft^' lofty name. 390 
^ide as appeal^ fome palace-gate difplay'd. 
So broad, his pinions ilietch'd their ample ihade. 
As ftooping dexter with rcfounding wings 
Th' imperial bird defcends in airy rings. 
A tlawn of joy in every face appears .; 39 f 

The mourning matron dries her timorous tears : 
Swift on his car th' impatient monarch fprung ; 
The brazen portal in his paffage rung^ 
The mules preceding draw the loaded wain, 
Chatg'd with the giits: Masus holds the rein : .400. 
The king himfelf his gentle deeds controls. 
And through furrounding friends the chariot rolls. 
On his flow wheels the foHowing people wait. 
Mourn at each flep, and give him up to Fatt ; 
With hands uplifted, eye him as he paft, 40; 

And gaz'd upon him as they gaz'd dieir lafl* 
Now forward fares the father on his way, . 
Through the lone fields, and back to Ilion they. 
Great Jove beheld him as he croft the plain. 
And felt the woes of miferable jnan« 419 

Then thus to Hermes : Thou whofe conflant cares 
$till fuccour mortals^ ^nd attend their prayers; 

BchoU 
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Behold tn objeft to thy charge confign'd : 
If ever pity touch'd thee for mankind. 
Go, guard the fire ; th' obferving foe prevent, 415 
And fafe conduft him to Achilles' tent» * '. 

The God obeys, his golden pinions binds. 
And mounts incumbent on the wings of winds. 
That high, through fields of air, his flight fuftain, 
O'er the wide earth, and o'er the bouiidlcfs main : 4i« 
Then grafps the wand that caufes fleep to fly,. 
Or in foft flumbers feals the wakeful fye ; 
Thus arm'd, fwift Hermes fteers his airy wsy,. " 
And (loops on Hellefpont's refounding fca.. 
A beauteous youth, majefl:ic and divine, '^ij 

He feem'd ; fair offspring of fome princely line ! 
Now twilight VeilM the glaring face of day,. 
And clad the duiky fidxk in fober gray ; 
What-time the herald and the hoar}' king 
|Their chariots Hopping at tlic fiivtt fpring„ 4J0 

That circling Bus' ancient marble flows) 
Allow 'd their mules and ftee.ds a Ihort'rcpoft.r' 
Through the dim (hade the herald iirft efpfies -: 
A man*s approach^ and thus to Priam cries : •"••* 
I mark fdme foe's advance : O king! beware; 43c 
This hard adventure claims iiiy utmoft care : ' ^ 

For, much I fear, deftruftion hoveh nigh : 
Our ftate a(k» counfeL Is it beft to fly I 
Or, old and helplefs, at his feet to fall, ' 
{Two wretched fuppllants) and for mercy call ? 440 
Th' affiifted monarch fliiver'd withdefpair ; * ^ 
Fale grew his face> and* upright (bod his hair > 

^2 3 ■ • ' Sunk 
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Sunk was hislieart ; Hscoloar'^^nt ami cane ; 

A fudden tremliling ihook his »^d ftame : 

¥nitn Hermes, gfceting, tondh^ ^his royal faand, r^-jj 

And gently thasuccoftsivithkind demand : 

Say whither, -fiither! when ea<!ih. mortal &^t 
Is feal'd in deep, thou wander'ft through. the lughtf? 
V/ity ijoam ffay mules ^aad ttecds :the plains along, 
^roi^Grecimifbes, fo numeious -and fo ilrong? 
What could'ft thou1iope,>ihould ihef&thyrtreaTnresTiew ; 
Thefe, who with endleis hatc-^hy race/purfue ? 
For what defence, aks! xonid'ft ihau^olRlde; 
Thyfelf not young, a wcafc tdd manlthy g^de ? 
"Yet fuffer not'^ fodtto^nk twrith dfeeoi : 45^ 

From me no haimtfhall touch ^iJi^to^rend head ; 
From Greece TJI iguard .thee too ; for in thoife iinss 
The living imsigeTof toy ^tk«nftiiMs. 

Thy words, ifliat fpeak Iwiievdteiee^f'inittd, 
<A«e true, my fon ! (the 'O^-Bke Href ejoin'd} 4^6 
Great are my 'haxards ; Irtit^fhe Qocfe'fofvty 
My fteps, and fend thee, ^trardian^df my-wajr. 
Hail, andlebleft! for (TcatfceK^incrml^itid 
Appear thy form, thy 'featttfre, '^Ihd 'Ihy «>ittd. 

iNor true "are afl fliy wof dis, »tti>r tfrritfg 'W'idc 465 
<The facredimdHcmgw rff Hea?reix »ejfly^a) ; 
But fay, 'convey^ thou ihroogh the lonely jf^laistt 
What yet moftpi^dous of thy (kme remains. 
To lodge in ftfety w«h foraeifriendly haitd : 
J'fcpaf 'd, iper^hance, to deave thy natfoe knd ? '^^70 
Or fly'ft thou now ?— What kqjcs can Troy ietftin; 
Thy vatuAkk fiaDa,iher;£iiafd(4nKl^«Kiy^4lattii I 

The 
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Who fearch theforrws ofa |areot'sf heart, 

Aad knoH^ fo well how rGod-liicc jHeftor dy'd ? 47 j 

Thus Priam 'ipoke ; and HeiaaKs thus reply 'd : 

You tempt n»e, fiuher, and with pity touch ^: 
On thisiad;rabjed yQuenqUife too much. 
Oft have thefe eyqs that God-^like Hector view'd 
in glorious fight, with Gj^edan biood onbraed : 48(1 
I faw him wlien, Uke;jQVc» his flameshe toll 
On thoufand (hips, and witheir'd half, an hoft^ 
I faWx bat'help'd not : ilcm Acliilles' ire 
Forbade afliflance, and enjoy M j the fire. 
For him I ferve, of MyrttHdonian race ; ^:8y 

One (hip convey *d us from dur native place $ 
Polydor is my fire, -an honoured name. 
Old like thyfelf, 'and not unluiown to 'fame? 
Of feven his fons, by^whomthe lotwascaft 
To> ferve oui%prince, it fell on me, the laft« 496 

To watch this quarter my adventure falls : 
For with the mom the Greeks attack your Walls ; 
Sleepkfs they fit, impatient to engage. 
And fcarce their rulers chettk ^their nvartial Fage. 

If then thou art df ilem Pdides' train 49 j^ 

(The mournful monarch thus rejoined 'S^gain) 
Ah,. ttU mertruly, where, ohi where are laid 
My fon's dear relioks ? what befiiUs him dead ? 
Have dogs difmetnber^d (on the naked phuos) 
Or yet mnnxangled teft his cold remains ? , 500 

Ofavour'd of the Skies! (thus anfwcr*<i> then 
The Power tbfltt 'iiiedijltes4)etwecii-Gods*aiidmea} 

Z 4 Nor 
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Nor dogs nor vultoics have thy He^r rent^ 

But whole he lies* negledkd in the tent : 

This the twelfth evening fince he refted there^ 50 j;. 

Untouched by worms, untainted by the air* 

Still as Aurora's ruddy beam is fpiead. 

Round his friend's tomb Achilles drags the dead : 

Yet undisfigur'd* or in limb or face. 

All frelh he lies, with every living grace, 510 

Majeftical in death I No ilains are found 

O'er all the corpfe, and clos'd is every wound ; 

Though many a wound they g;ave. Some heavenly care,. 

Some hand divine, preferves him ever fair : 

Or all the hoft of heaven, to whom he led 515 

A life fo grateful, dill regard him dead. 

Thus fpoke to Priam the celeftial guide ! 
And joyful thus the royal fire reply'd : 
Blefl is the man who pays the Gods above 
The conftant tribute of refpeft and love ; ^zq 

Thofe who inhabit the Olympian bower 
My fon forgot not, in exalted power ; 
And Heaven, that every virtue bears in mind, . 
Ev'n to the afhes of the juft, is kind. 
But thou, oh generous youth! this goblet take, 525 
A pledge of gratitude, for Hedtor's fake ; 
And, while the favouring Gods our fteps furvey. 
Safe to. Pclides' tent condud my way. 

To whom the latent Qod : O King, forbear 
To. tempt my youth, for apt is youth to err: ^30 
But can I, abfcnt from my prince's fight. 
Take gifts in fecret, that muil ihm thc.light?. 

What 
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^^at from our mafter's intereft thus we draw. 
Is but a licens'd theft that 'fcapes the law. 
ReipeAing him, my foul abjures th' offence; g^S 
And, as the crime, I dread the confequence. 
Thee, far as Argos, pleas'd I could convey ; 
Guard of thy life, and partner of thy way : 
On thee attend, thy fafety to maintain. 
O'er pathlcfs forefts, or the roaring main. 5-40 

He faid, then took the chariot at the bound. 
And fnatch'd the reins, and whirl'd the la(h around ! 
Before th' infpiring God, that urg'd them on. 
The courfers fly, with fpirit not their own. 
And now they reach'd the naval walls, and found ^4^ 
The guards repafting, while the bowls go round ; 
On thefe the virtue of his wand he tries. 
And pours deep flumber on their watchful eyes ; 
Then heav'd the mafTy gates, remov'd the bars. 
And o'er the trenches led the rolling cars. ^^o 

Unfeen, through all the hoftile camp they went. 
And now approach'd Pelides' lofty tent. 
Of fir the roof was rais'd, and cover'd o'er 
With reeds coUefted from the marfhy (hore ; 
And, fenc'd with palifades, ahallofftate, 5;; 

{The work of foldiers) where the hero fate. . 
Large was the door, whofe well-compadkd ftrength 
A folid pine-tree barr'd, of wondrous length ; 
Scarce three ftrong Greeks could lift its mighty weighty 
But great Achilles fingly clos'd the gate. 560 

This Hermit (fuch the power of Gods!) fetwide; 
Then fwift alighted th£ celeflial guide. 

And 
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And thnsHfeveard— Heir, -pjrincc] and uAdeviland 
Thou ow'ft thy ;g»idancc to ro mortftl jaquid ; 
Hermes Lam, defcendcd fioia above, 5^ 

The King «f arts, the Mfeflenger of Jove. 
Farewell : to (hun Aehilks'Aght 1% ; 
Uncommon are fuch fiivottis of the Sky, 
Nor Hand coafcft to frail mortality^ 
Nowr fearlefs enter, and prefer thy prayeft; .^jo 

Adjure him by his father's fiWer hairs, 
Hififon, hj8 mother] urge him to beftow 
Whatever pity that ftern heart can know. 

Thus haviijg 6id, he \'aiulh*d fiom his eyes, 
Asnd in «a moaient -flwt imo the flcies ; 57,5 

The king, confirm'd from heaven, alighted there. 
And left his aged herald on the ear. 
Withfolemn pace through fvarious rooms he went^ 
And found -Achilles in his inner tent: 
SThere fate the hero; Alcimus (he bra\'e, 5^0 

And great Automcdon, attendance -^aye: 
Thefe ferv'd his perfon at the royal fei^ : 
Around, at awfuldiftance, ftood the-rell* 

Unfeen by thefe, the king his entry noiade ; 
And, proftrate'now before AchiHcs laid, ,^5 

Sudden (a venerable fight) appeafs ; 
Embcac 'd hi5:knees, ^dd bath'd his himds in^teai^ ; 
Thofe direful •handsilli6^ki^ros .prefe'd, -cmbruod 
Ev-mwiihthebcft, the deareft ofhis'Woodl 

.As when a yvcetch (who,* coilicious of hi«c«iaie, 590 
Fuf:|tfdd for moifder, '^ies bis native clime) 
Juft' gains fome^ftontier, «l»eathlefs, -pale, amaa'd ! 
IftJi^aze, aU wonder : thus Achilles gaz'd : 

Thai 
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Thnsftoodth' attendants ilupid with furprlste ; 
^B mute, yet fcem'd to queftion with their eyes : 
Each lo6k'd on other, none the iilcuce broke. 
Till thus at laR ihe kingly Tuppliant fjpokt : 

Ah think, thou favoured of the Powers 4ivine ! 
Think of thy father's .age, and ;pity mine ! 
In )me, that father's reverend image trace, 600 

Thofe fdverhaira, that veitecablefiLce; 
His trembling limbs, his'hd{)lefs perfon, fee! 
In iall my equal, but in mifesy I 
Yet now, '.perhaps, fome turn of human fate 
^^els him he^)kfs ifrom hisipeaceful .fhite ; 60^ 

Think, from fome powe^l foethou fceH him fly. 
And beg {iroteftion with A^feeble cry. 
Yet ftill one comfort in5his foul may rife ; 
He hears Ms fon ftill livts toiglad his eyes,; 
cAiid, hearing, ilill -may hope a better day 6t6 

May fend him thee, to chace that foe away* 
No comfort to any griefs, no liopes, remain : 
The beft, the brareft, of my fons are flain I 
Vet whataQOce! ere Gitece to Ilioncame, 
The .pledge of many a 4ov'4i ^nd. loving dame ! 61 5 
tlineteen onetmorher bor&— Dead, all are dead ! 
How oft, alas! 'has wretched Priam faied ! 
Still one wasikft, cheir lofs to:recocnp«n&.; 
His father's hope, hi& country's laft defence, 
jiiim too<thy ngt has flam! beneath thy ileel, 6ao 
Unhappy, in his caantiy's caufe he fell ! 

For him, through hoftile camps l headmymay^ • 
For*&im, thusip^oftrate^ttby >f€et X by s 
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Large gifts proportion'd to thy wrath I bear ; 

O hear the wretched, and the Gods revere ! 62 f 

Think of thy father, and this face behold I 
See him in me, as helpkfs and as eld I 
Though not fo wretched : there he yields to mc,. 
The firft of men in fovereign mifcry 1 
Thus forc'd to kneel, thus groveling to embrace 650 
The fcourge and ruin of my realm and race ; 
Suppliant my childrens' murderer to implore. 
And kifs thofe hands yet reeking with their gore t 

Thefc words foft pity in the chief infpire,. 
Toach'd with the dear remembrance of his fire*. 63^ 
Then with his hand (as proftrate ftill he lay) 
The old man's cheek he gently tum'd away. 
Now each by turns indulg'd the gufli of woe ;. 
And now tiie mingled tides together flow : 
This low on earth, that gently bending o'er» 640 
A father one, and one a fon> deplore : 
But great Achilles difierent paflbns rend. 
And now his fire he mourns,, and now his friends 
Th' infedlious foftnefs through the heroes ran ; 
One univerfal folemn ftiower began ;. 645 

They bore as heroes, but they felt as man. 

Satiate at length with unavailing woes. 
From the high throne divine Achilles rofe ; 
The reverend monarch by the hand he rais'd ; 
On his white beard and form majeflic gaz'd, 659 

Not unrelenting : then ferene began 
With words to foothe the miferable man : 

Alas ! what weight of anguifli haft thou known' « 
Unhappy prince] thus guardleb and alone 

To 
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T^ pafs through foes, and thus undaunted face 6^g 
The man whofe fury has deftroy'd thy race I 
Heaven fur« has arm'd thee with a heart of ftcel, 
A ftren^ proportion'd to the woes you feel. 
Rife then : let reafon mitigate our care ; 
To xnourii, avails not : man is born to bear. 660 
Such is, ^as ! the Gods' fevexe decree : 
They, only they, are blefl, and only free. 
Two urns by Jove'«liigh throne have evwr flood. 
The fource of evil one^ and one of good ; 
Erom thence the cup -of mortal man he fills, 66§ 

Bleffings to thefe, to thofe diftributes ills ; 
To moft, he mingles both : the wretch decreed 
To tafte the bad, unmix'd, 16 curft indeed ; 
Purfued by wroiigs, by meagre famine driven. 
He wanders, outcaft both of earth and heaven. 679 
The happieft, tafte not happinefs fincere ; 
But find the cordial draught is dafh'd with care. 
Who more than Peleus (hone in wealth and power I 
What ftars concurring bleft his natal hour ! 
A -realm, a Goddefs, to his wifties given; 67 j 

Grac'd by the Gods with all the gifts of Heaven. 
One evil, yet, overtakes his lateft day : 
No race fucceeding to imperial fway ; 
An only ion; and he (alas !) ordain'd 
To iall untimely in a foreign land. €S« 

:See.him, in Troy, the pious care decline 
Of his weak age, to live the curfe of thine I 
Thou too, old man, haft happier 'days beheld ; 
2a riches once, in childrenoncq, excelled ; 

Exteojdci 



d by Google 



■'I 



35^ POF^B'S H'bME^m 

Ebfitcnded' Phiygia own'd thy ampl^ ieign> 68j 

And all fair Ldbos' Wlfsfur feats contain^, 

And ail' wide Htllefpont^s unmeafur'd'maiii. 

But fince the God his hand has pleas'd to tunn 

And fill thy mcafarc from his bitter umv 

What fees the fun, but haplefs heroes' falls ?' 69a 

War and the blood* of men furrouitd thy w:dls^ 

What muft be, muft be; Bear thy lot^ nor fhed 

Thef<? unavailing forrows o'fer the dead ; 

Thou canft not call' him from the Stygian (horev 

Btat thou, alas! may 'ft livei to fufifer morel 695 

To whom the king : Gh; favourMtof tKt 91ac» 
Here let me grow to eardi !* fince HbAor lie* 
On the bare beach depriv'd of obl^ies* 
Oh, give meHeftor ! to my cyos reftoie* 
Ais coipfe, and take the gifts : 1 aik no more. 700- 
Thou, as thou^ may 'ft, the& boundless ftote» enjoy ; 
Safe may'ft thou fail, and turn thy wrath from 'Froy j 
So (hair thy pity zad foibearance give 
A weak old' man to ke the light and live ! 

Move me no more! (Achilles' thus replies-^ 70 r 
While kindling anger fparklcdin his eyes) ; 
Nor feek by tears- my ftcady foul to bend; 
To yield thy Hedtor, I myfelf intend: 
For know, from Jove my Goddeft^mother' came 
(Old Ocean's daughter, ftlKer^footed^ dame) ; ^i^ 
Nor com'ft thou but by H^eaven : noi^com'ftf atoae^ 
Some God impels with- courage not thy own : 
No human hand- the weighty gates <unbapr-'d« y 

^or could the boldeft of our youth have dar'd: t 
To pafs our out- works, or elude the guard, 715 J 

Ceafe; 
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Ceafe ;, Ifeff, xvegiedful of high Jove's commafid» 
I (how thee, ki&gT thou tread^ft on hoftiJe land; 
Releafe my knees, diy foppiiant art* give o!er,^ 
And Ihake the purpoie af my. fouf no more. 

ThiB fire obey 'd hiiOy trembling and o'er-aw^d;. 'pxm- 
Athilles, like a^^ lion, rofhfd^abroad;^ 
Antomedon and AJcitsios^ attend' 
(Whom moft he honoori'd fince he lofthisrfiiflnd) ; 
Theie to unyoke tile irmles^ and horfes went, 
Ajd* ledi the ho«ry herald to the tent ; 7a j 

Next heap'd on high the- ntraaefous prefentftbear 
(Great HeiElor's random) from the pofilh'd car. 
Two fplendid mandes, and. a carpet fpread. 
They leave* to cover and- inwrap the dead* 
13ien call the hcmdmaids, with affi^ant toil fya 

To wa(h the body and- anoint with oil. 
Apart ffom^ Priam ; kfB th* unhappy fi», 
Provok'd to paffion, once more louze to ire 
TJie ftern Pfelides? ; and nor (acred zge. 
Nor Jove's command, ihould- check the riling, nage. 75 j 
This done, the garment^'o'ep the coipfe they fpread ; 
Achilfed^ lifts it to the funeral bed : 
Then, while the body on the caor th^ laid^ 
]fle groans^ and csdls o» lor'd Patroclus' fhade : 

If, in that gloom which never light muft: know^ 740. 
The deeds of mortals touch the ghofts below : 
O friend ! forgive me, that I thus fulfill. 
(Reftofing Hedlor) Heaven's unqueftion'd wiO. 
The gifts the father gave, be ever thine, 
'Co grace thy mantis^ aod adom thy flirine. 74;^ 

He 
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He faid, and* entering, took his feat of ftate. 
Where full before him reverend Priam fate : 
To whom, compos'd, the God-like chief begun*— 
Lo ! to thy prayer reftor'd, thy breathkfs fon ; 
Extended on the funeral couch he lies ; 7^^ 7 

And, foon as morning paints the eaflem Ikies, > 

The fight is granted to thy longing eyes. * 

But now the peaceful hours of facred night 
Demand refedlion, and to reft invite : 
Nor thou, O father 1 thus confum'd with woe, 75 j 
The common cares that nourifh life forego. 
Not thus did Niobe, of form divine, 
A parent once, whofc forrows equal'd thine ; 
Six youthful fons, as many blooming maids. 
In one fad day beheld the Stygian (hades ; 760 

Thefe by Apollo's filvcr bow were flain, 
Thofe, Cynthia's arrows ftretch'd upon the plain : 
So was her pride chaflis'd by wrath divine. 
Who match'd her own with bright Latona's line ; 
But two the Goddcfs, twelve the queen enjoy'd : 76J 
Thofe boaftcd twelve th' avenging two deftroy'd. 
Steep'd in their blood, and in the duft outfpread. 
Nine days, riegledled, lay expos'd the dead ; 
None by to weep them, to inhume them none 
(For Jove had turn'd the nation all to ftonc) : 770 
The Gods themfelves at length, relenting, gave 
Th' unhappy race the honours of a grave. 
Herfelf a rock (for fuch was Heaven'« high will) 
Through deferts wild now pours a weeping rill ; 
>^ere round the bed whence Acheloiis fprings, 775 
The watery Fairies dance in mazy rings. 

There 
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There high on SpyWa ftaggy laow y 

She ftands, her own fad monttment of woe ; > 

Hit rock for ever lafts, die tears for ercr flow. J 
Such griefs, O Idngf have other parents known;* 
Remember theirs, and mitigate thy own. 
The care of Heaven thj Hedor has appear'd. 
Nor Ihall he lie unwept and uninterr'd ; 
Soon may thy aged checks in tears be drown'd. 
And all the eyes of Ifion ftream around. 58^ 

He faid, and, rifing, chofe the viaim ewe 
Widi filver fleece, which his attendants flew. 
The limbs they fever from the reeking hide. 
With Ikill prepare them, and in parts divide : 
Each on the coals the feparatc morfels lays, 790 

And, hafty, fnatchcs from the rifing blaze* 
With bread the glittering canifters they load. 
Which round the bo^d Automedon beftow'd : 
The chief himfdf to each his portion plac'd. 
And each indulging Ouir'd in fweet repaft. jn^ 

When now the rage of hunger was reprcft, , 

The wondering haro eyes his royal gueft : 
Ko lefs the royal gueft the hero eyes. 
His goilikeafpea and majeftic fee; 
Here youthful grace and noble Are engage ; 9qo 

And there, the mild benevolence of age. 
Thus gazing long, the filence neither broke, 
(A folemn fcene !) at length the fatherfpoke :' 

P^mit me now, betov'd of Jove ! to fteep 
My careful temples in the dew of fleep : «oc ' 

For, fiace thcday Oiat wimbcr'd whh the dead . 
Myhaplefsfon, the duft has been my bed ; 
V0L.XLIX. JVa ^ • Soft 

Digitized by Google 



.394. P O P E * 8 H O M £ R, 

Soft Acq) a ftranger to 1117 weeping eyes ; 

My only food my forrows and my iighs ! 

Till now, encourag'd by the grace you give, iio 

I (hare thy banquet, and confent to live. 

With that» Achilles bade prepare the bed. 
With purple foft, and (baggy carpets fpread ; 
Forth, by the flaming lights, they bend their way. 
And place the couckety and the coverings lay. Sif 
Then he: Now, farther^ fleep, but deep not here ; 
Confult thy fafety, and forgive xof fear; 
Left any Argive {at thb hour awake. 
To aflc our counfel, or our orders lake}* 
Approaching fudden to oar open'd tent, 820^ 

Fcichance behold thee, and oar grace prevent. 
Should fuch report thy honour'd perfon here. 
The king of men the ranibm might defer; 
But fay with fpeed, if aught of thy de(ire 
Remains unaflc'd ; what rime the rites require tt^ 
To inter thy HeAor ? For, fo long we ftay 
Oerr (laughtering arm, and bfd the hods obey. 

If then thy will permit (the monarch faid) 
To finifh all due honours to the dead. 
This, of thy grace accord : to thee are knowa 830 
The fears of Uion clos'd widiin her town ; 
And at what diftance from oar walls afpire 
The hills pf Ide, and forefts for the fire. 
Nine da^^s to vent oar forrows I requeft, 
Tbfi tendi (hall lee the funeral and the feaft ; 85^ 
*l|« next, to ratieiiis monument be given ; 
Thr twd£A we war, if was be doom'd by Heaven ! 

TWt 
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This Ay requeft (reply'd the chief) «ijoy ; ' 

Till then, our arms fufpend the fall of Troy, 
• Then gave his hand at parting, to prevent 840' 
The old man's fears, aad turn'd within the tent ; 
Where foi* Brifeis, bright ia bloomiag charms, 
£xpe^ her hero with defiring arms. 
But in the porch, the king and herald refl ; 
Sad dreams of care yet wandering in their brr^ 84^. 
Now Gods and men the gifts of deep partake; 
J ndullrious Hermes only was awake. 
The king's return revolving in his mind, . 
To pafs the ramparts, und the watcji to blindL 
The' Power dcfcending hover'd o er hi« head : ^r* 
And fleep'ft thou, father ! (thus the vifion faid) 
Now doft thou fleep, when He^or is reftor'd t 
Nor fear the Grecian foes, -or Grecian lord? 
Thy prefence here fhould ftem Atrides fee. 
Thy ftill-furviving fons may fue for thee, B55 

May oflfer all thy treafures yet contain. 
To fpare thy age ; and offer all ia vain. 

Wak'd with the word, the trembling fire arofe. 
And rais'd his friend : the God before him goes ; 
He joirns the mules^ dtfe6i$ them with his hand, 869 
And moves in filence through the hoftile land. 
When now to Xanthus' yei^low ftream they drove 
(Xanthus, immortal progeay of Jove) 
The winged Deity forfook their view. 
And in a moment to Olympus flew. 26c 

Now Ihed Aurora round her faflfron ray. 
Sprung throBghihe gate, of light, and gave the day : 
A a 2 Charg'd 
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Charg'd wUfa thdr noof nfal load, to Uion gd 

The iage and king, majeftically flow. 

Caf&ndra firft beholds, from Uion's fpire^ 870 

The fitd proceffioR of her hoary fire ; 

Then, as the penfive pomp advanc'd more near 

{Her breathlds brother ilretch'd upon the bier) 

A ihower of tears o'erflow^ her beauteous eyes> 

Alarmii^ thus all Uion with her cries : 87; 

Turn here your fleps, and here your eyes employ. 
Ye wretched daughters, and ye fons, of Troy I 
If e'er ye rulh'd in crouds, with vaft delight. 
To hail your hero glorious from the fight ; 
Kow meet him dead, and let your ibrrows flow I SS^ 
Your common triumph, and your common woe» 

In thronging crouds they ifiTue to the plains; 
Kor man, nor woman, in the walls remains : 
In every face the felf-fame grief is fhown ; 
And Troy fends forth one univ£rfal groan. SSc 

At Scaean'^ gates they meet the mouirning wain. 
Hang on the wheels, and grovel round the flain. 
The wife and mother, frantic with de^air, 
Kifs his pale cheek, and rend their fcatter'd hair : 
'fhns wildly wailing at the gates they lay ; 894^ 

And there had figh'd and forrow'd out the day i 
But god-like Priam from the chariot rofe 1 
Forbear ^he cry'd} this violence of woes^ 
Firft to the palace kt the car proceed. 
Then pouryour boundlefs farrows o'er the dead, igf 

The waves of people »t his word divide. 
Slow rolk the chariot throngh the foUowij\g tide; 
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Ev*n to the palace the fad pomp they wait ; 
They weep/ and place him on the bed of ftate. 
A melancholy choir ntto^d around* 909 

With .plaintive fighs, and mufick's folemn found 3 
Alternately thgr fing, alternate flow 
Th' obedient , tears, melodious in t^eir woe* 
While deeper forrows groan from each full heart* 
And nature (peaks at every paufe of art. 905 

Firft to the corpfe the weeping confort Hew ; 
Around his neck her milk-white arms (he threw* 
And, oh, my Heftori oh* my lord I (he cries, 
Snatch'd in thy bloom from thefe defiring eyesi 
Thon to the dlfmal realms for ever gonei ^19 

And I abandoned* defolate, alone i 
An only fon* once comfort of our pains* 
jSad prodttdi now of haplefs love* remains I 
Never ^ manly age that fon ihall rife* 
Or with increafing graces glad my eyes^ 91 ^ 

For llion now (her great defender ilain) 
£hall fink a fmoking ruin on the plain. 
Who n^w prote6ls her wives with guardian care ? 
Who faves her infants from the jage pf war I 
Vow hoftile fleets muft waft thofe infants o'er 929 
^Thofo wives . snuft wait them*) to a foreij^ flioie ! 
Thou too* my foni to barbarous climes ihalt go» 
The fad companions of tby mother's woe : 
Driven hence a ilave before the vigor's fwordi 
Condemn'd to toil for fome inhuman lotd : 93; 

Or elfe ibme Greek* whofe father preil the plain^ 
Or fon^ or biothci« hygBs^Uo&nOms 

U 
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In Hcdlor's Mood his vengeance ihall enjoy. 

And hull thee headlong from the towers of Troy* 

For thy ftem father never fpar'd a foe : 950 

Thence all thefe tears^ and all this fceae of woe! 

Thence many evils his fad parents bore« 

His parents ttany« hot his confort more. 

Why gav'ft thou not to me thy dyin^ hand f 

And why received not I thy Jaft command ? 93^ 

Some wocd thou would'ft have (poke, which« fadly dear^ 

My foul might keep, or utter with a tear ; 

Which never, never could be loft in air, 

Fix'd in my heart, and oft repeated therel 

Thus to her weeping maids ihe makes her moan : 940 
Her weeping handmaids echo groan for groan. 

The mournful mother next fuftains her part ; 
Oh thou, the beft, the 4e»reft to my heart J 
Of all my race thou moft by Heaven approved, 
A^d by th' Immortals ev'n in death beiov'd I 94; 
While all my other fons in barbarous bands 
Achilles bound, and fold to foreign lands. 
This felt no chains, but wsent a glorious ghoft. 
Free and a hero, to the Stygian coaft. 
Sentenced, 'tis true, by his inhuman ^loom, 950 

Thy noble corpfe was dr^g*d around the tomb 
,(The tomb of him thy warlike arm had flain) ; 
Ungenerous infuk, impotent and vain f 
Yet glow'ft thou fre(h with every living grace-; 
2^0 mark of pain, or violence of face ; 9j:f 

Rofy and fair, as Phcebus' filver bow 
Difmifs'd thee jgently to the ibadis bdow I 

Thus 
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Tlnaf) fpoke the dame, and melted into tears; 
Sad Heleii next, in pomp of griefs appears: 
Fall from the ftvining fluices of her eyes g60 

Fall the round cryftal drops> while thas (he cries : 

Ah, dear?ft friend I in whotn the Gods had join'd 
The mildeft manners with the bwJveft mind j 
Now twice ten years (unhappy yearsl)^ are o'er 
Since Paris brought me to the Trojan fhore j 965 

(O had I perifh'd ere that form divine 
Seduc'd this foft, this cafy heart of mine!} 
Yet was it ne'pr ray fate, from thee to find 
A deed ungentle, or a word unkind : 
When others cufft the authorefv of their woe, gyo 
Thy pity check'd my forrows in their flow : 
If fome proud brother ey*d me with difdain. 
Or fcornful filler with her fweeping train ; 
Thy gentle accents foften'd all my pain. 
For thee I mourn j and mourn myfelf in thee, 97 r 
The wretched folircc of aJl this mifery f 
The fate I caus'd, for ever I bemoan ; 
Sad Helen has no friend, now thou art gone I 
Through Troy.'s wide llreets abamdon'd fhall I rc^m t 
In Troy defertcd, as abhorr'd at home ! 980 

So fpoke the fair, with forrow^ftreaming eye : 
Diftrefsful beauty melts each ftander-by j 
On all around th* infedious forrow grows; 
But Pri^m check'd the torrent as it rofc :— 
Ferform, ye Trojans ! what the rites require, . . ^Sf 
And fell the forells for a funehil pyre ; 
Twelve days, nor foes nor fecrec ambu^ dread ; 
Aehilles grants thefe honours to the dead, 

^ He 
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He fpoke; and, at his word, the Trojan traut 
Their muks and oxen hameTs to the wain, 99^ 

Pour threugh the gates, and, fell'd from Ida's cxowo, 
KoU back the gather'd forefts to the town, 
TheTe toils continue nine fucceeding days, ' 
And high in air a fylvan ftrudlare raife ; 
But when the tenth fair mom began to fhine, 99 j* 
Forth to the pile waa borne the man divine. 
And plac'd aloft : while all, with ftieaming eyes. 
Beheld the flames and rolling fmokes arife. 
Soon as Aurora, daughter of the dawn. 
With rofy luftre ftreak'd the dewy lawn. loeo 

Again the mournful crouds furround the pyre. 
And quench with wine the yet-remaining fire. 
The fnowy bones his friends and brothers place 
(With tears colledkd) in a golden vafe ; 
Tlie golden vafe in purple pails they roll'd, 100; 
Of ibfteft texture, and inwrought with gold* 
Laft o'er the urn the facred earth they fpread. 
And rais'd the tomb, memorial of the dead 
iStrong guards andfpies, till all the rites were dont, 
Watch'd from the rifing to the fetting fun). ' lOto' 
All Troy then moves to Friam^s court again, 
A folemn, Ulent, melancholy train : 
Aflembled there, from pious toil they reft. 
And fadly (har'd the laft fepiilchra} feaft. ' 
Such honours llion to her hero paid, 1015 

AkI peaceful flept the mighty Heifbr^ Ihadef 

nmM IVD Of THB l&IA9» 



d by Google 



t 3^1 1 

CONCLUSION OF THE NOTES* 

WE have now pafTed through the Iliad, and feett 
the anger of Achilles, and the terrible efie^ 
of it, at an end : as that only was the fubje^ of the 
poem, and the nature of epic poetry would not per* 
mit our author to proceed to the event of the war, it 
may, perhaps, be acceptable to the common reader, 
ko give a (hort account of what happened to Troy and 
the chief adtdrs in this poem» after the conclufieft 
of it. 

I heed not mention that Troy was taken foon after 
the death of Hedor^ by the ftratagem of the woodelk 
horfe, the particulars of which are defcribed by Virgil 
in the fecond book of the j£neis. 

Aehilles fell before Troy, by the hand of Paris> by 
the (hot of an arrow in his heel^ as Hedlor had pra«i 
phefied at his death. Book xxii, 
. The unfortunate Priam was killed by P^trhus ths 
fon of Achilles. 

Ajax, after the death of Achilles> had a conteft 
with Ulyfles for the armour of Vulcan ; but^ being de* 
feated in his aim, he flew himfelf through indignation* 

Helen, after the death of Paris, married Oeiphobui 
his brother; and, at the taking of Trby^ betrayed him^ 
in order to reconcile herfelf to Menelaiis, her fiift 
bnfband, who received her again into favour. 

Agamemnon, at his retnm, was barbaroufly miir« 
dered by ^gyftus^ at the inftigatioa of Cljrtemneftra, 
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his wife> who« in his abfencej had difhonoured his 
bed with ISS^f9ax%. 

Diomed^ after the fall of Troy, was expelled his own 
country, and fcait:e efcapied with life from his adtilte- 
lous wife ^giale ; but at hft was leeeived by Daunua 
in Apulia^ and ihaired his kingdom ^ it is uncertain 
how he died. 

Neftor lived in peace« with his childften, in Pyloi 
his native countiy. 

Ulyfles alfo, after inmimerable trouUes by {ea and 
fand, at laft retumed in iafety to Ithaea, which is die 
fubjed of Homer's Odyfleys, 

I muft end thefe remarks by difch^fging m^ duty to 
two of my friends, which is the more an indifpenfaUe 
^ece of juftice, as the oiie of diem is finoe dead : tfafe 
merit of their kiudne6 to me will appear iniiBitely the 
greater, as the ti0c they undertook was» in its own 
nature, of much more Hibour, tlum either pleafuk^ or 
reputation* The larger part of die extjaAs frotai 
£uibttHius, together widi feyeral ocoeHentobferya]tions« 
were fent me by Mr, Broome : and the whole tSxf 
t)fon Hopier was written, i^pon fuch nemoiis as I 
had cdUrided, hf the lafte Dr. Paradl, archdeacon of 
C\o^net in Ireland ; how very n^uch thlit gc!ntleten's 
£riiEndihip prevailed ove!r his gciaivs, in detrnfung a 
wnter of his jpirit in the drudgery ^ removing itib 
tubbifli of paft p^antp, will fDon sfipear to the world, 
when they fludl ice diofe beauttfid pieces of potitty» 
die pubfication df which he kft to ny chaxge, aiAioft 
with his dying fotesdx« 
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For what remains, I beg to be excufed from the 
ceremonies of taking leave at the end of my work ; ' 
^nd from embarrafling myfdf, or othefs, with any 
defences or apologies about it. But, inftead of en- 
deavouring to raife a vain monument to myfelf, of 
the merits or difficulties of It, (which muft be left to 
the world, to truth, and to pofterity) let me leave 
behind me a memorial of my friendihip, with one of 
the moft v^uable men, as well asfineft writers, of my 
9ge and country ; one who has tried, and knows by 
his own cxperienee, how ks^xd an undertaking it is to 
do juftice to Honer : and one, who (1 am fure) fin« 
cci:cly rejoices witk me at the period of my labours* 
T© him therefore, having brought this long work to 
a conclufion, I dedre to dedicate It s and to have the 
honour -^nd f;pitififadion of placing together, in thi^ 
fljanner, the names of Mr* CONGREVE, and of 

Marcji 2J, a. pope. 

1720* 
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